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The Countess of Charterya, Hilton jErtuat, Serht 
England, to the Hon. Henry HoUys, Engtish Em>. 
bossy. Home, Italy {by tdegram ) : — 

‘June IG, 1881. — Send me somebody to paint tbe 
bdlioom.’ 


Hr. HoUys to Lady Chmterys {dUto) 

* Bo more explicit. Fresco, oils, gouache, paods* 
erood, satin, plaster ? ’ 


Lady Charterys to Hr. HoUys {ditto) 

* Fresco. But he quick about it. The F. and F. 
are coming.’ 

•t 

Hr. HoUys to Lady Charterys {writes) 

* My dear EbrndCj-oIt is of no kind of use telegrapli* , 
ing ; the thing can’t be done like^iU Snreliy ev^ 
you, my dear, might know eaottghi*j^d; ait ho be AwaM 

^ a» 
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a room painted in fresco as easily ' 
Jla you «aa j^afc up a Frencli wall-paper. Your ball- 
room is as big as the Colonnaa* here. It will take a 
long time, and it will cost you a great deal if you hate 
a true artist, and you can’t employ a mere copyist ; I 
give even you credit for wisliiiig for something originaL 
When do you expect the P. and P. ? I know the very 
man for your work, but I am not at all sure he would 
come, and you must understand that the time required 
would be considerable. Yours ever,’ &c. 


Lady ChiHerys {idf-ymphs ): — 
‘Send the man. lI.K.fl. has not fixed visit.’ 


Mr. IluUys {ic rites) : — 

‘3Iy dear Cousin, — Allow me to ob-erve that a man 
is not a packet of cigars to bie sent by the jiarcels post. 

I 

I told you that I was not sm't the person I liad in iny 
eye would consent to take your work in hand. I have 
aonnded him since then. I tiiink ho is not unwilling. 
He has true feeling, indeed absolute geniuSjbut nobody 
knows him. In these Italian studios a man who is out 
♦ of the common run may languish all his life undis* 
covered. Conventionality always gets to the front in 
these miserable and mo»t vulgar days. You must 
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understand that if he come over, ywr 
very great : do yoa mind that 7 But I never ichw yhi 
mind that ^ yet ; more’s the pity* And another thing 
occurs me, will it be quite proper 7 He is if not a 
young, well, not an old man, and exceedingly good- 
looking, I have my doubts about the proprieties of the 
thing; and whatever you do wrong they blame 'me for, 
you know that. I am, as ever, yours/ &c. 


Lady CharienjB {tdegrajjhs ) : — 

‘Send him. Give hiiri anytliing you like. Pro- 
priety ? Tabby is always here.’ 


3Ir. IluUyH [wnics ) : — 

Oly dear Esrnee,— Owing to the fact that, in a 
liilherto incomplete state of civilisation, telegrams* are 
unable to accomplish either punctuation or notes of 
interrogation, they remain sliglilly and regrettably in- 
coherent. Itesides which, they are very expensive. You 
disdain this, but I don't. You are a very rich woman, 
my dear Esmee. I am a very poor man, I am shocked 
at you calling 3 mur most illustrious and reverend grand- 
mother, Tabl)y ; but it is, I suppose, an incurably bad 
habit ; you have so many equally bad, equally incurable.’ 
It is a hideous social responsibility to be your ttufitee^ 
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I m alsrajs at a total loss to imagine vbj I 
selected for the ex^cme bat perilous honour. Tl^k 
yw MO of age I To revert to your ballroom. 
■ Xhy I have selected this artist — by the way, his name 
is Renzo — is because I have seen a little out-of-the-way 
mountain church high above Subiaco that be has de- 
corated for the sheer love of art; the village which 
/ holds the church is his birthplace, liis paese. Tlie 
fiescoes (as you say in your English jargon) of that 
little place are a marvel. If you knew anything of art 
I could descant on them for twenty sheets ; but as you 
do not, it would be waste of time. Suffice it, repre- 
senting the life of S. Julian Ospitador, they recall 
Botticelli by thdr colouring, and Michael Angelo by 
their vigour and anatomy. You will say, I am no 
niggard in praise ; no, I am not, when I am pleased, 
which is, you will admit, sufficiently rare. 1 have since 
visited Renzo’s studio in the Via Magutta, and there 
seen things of a most admirable fancy and delicacy in 
design, which, joined to the fact that he prefers fresco 
to any other medium, has suggested to me that he is 
the person most adapted to make your ballroom worthy 
of the rest of Milton Ernest. Ycu yourself, I believe, 
are wedded to Paris upholstery, and are actually inclined 
to turn your graml old house into a copy of the last new 
hotel in the Avenue de Villiers with a picturestjue 
juml^ inside it of tarqueries andpoohades. Do not mis- 
*itake me ; I adore Japan and Turkey in their place, and I 
can stand a few “ impt^eion'iates ” ; but, they are nose 
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th«m in their place in a Tudor mansion arhioh has 
its own old oak tmd olm fumituro ; nor do the oontenta 
of a Teheran bazaar look well emptied oat in n hall 
that possesses panels carved by' (xrinling Gibbons. To 
rctom once more, to Renzo. I need not say that one 
would hardly ask him to decorate a baSroom, even 
yours, if he were a famous artist ; as it is, he is quite 
unknown, and poor in the actual unromantio sense of 
that unpleasant word. At first be would not bear of it, 
and ap]>eared inclined to be augured and offended ; but. 
little by little I soothed him down, and persuaded him 
that it would be a very delightful thing to decorate a 
^ ballroom fifty feet lung wkh the Docamerone or the 
! Orlando stories, absolutely at his own fancy and pleasure, 
i I have assured him he sltoll bare his own apartments, 
and be undisturbed. lie leaves by the steamer from 
Civita Yecchia to-morrow, and, 1 suppose, will be at 
Milton Ernest some time next week. 1 hope you will 
^ be tolerably civil to him, fur the man is a gentleman. 

' As fur paying him, lie iusbts that you shall give him 
what you please when the work is finished, as they used 
to do in the palaces and monasteries to Sodoma or 
Domonicluno. This may lie Italian astuteness, for when 
people say “ what yuu please,” they expect you to give 
them three times what they would have the impudence 
to ask. Or it may be pride ; it strikes me that 
Renzo has this mark uf race, though iu Lts* moiun^ 
tain village they wiid he was the nameless son of a poor 
girl who died and left him to lx‘ brought up by the 
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Bat this does not concern you. Yof4 
with your peculiar views of art, will scarcely .consider 
mm higher than your groom, not to be named beside 
your tailor. You take tea with your tailor, don’t you ? 
One word more. Be sure you interfere as little as your 
nature will •peimit you to do with the designs and 
decisions of the Homan artist I send you. He will 
know what he is about, and you won’t. Remember that 
in fresco no one can tell the effect till the colouring is 
seen as a whole. I believe it was Sir Joshua Reynolds 
who said that what is unfinished should never be shown 
to children or simpletons. You are noither the one nor 
the other ; hut— you are opinionated and capricious. 
Let the dash represent the very biggest of big big I>’s 
if by so doing it can impress this fact upon you with 
anything like the force that is to he desired. 

‘ P.S. — I imagine Renzo is coming by sea, because 
he hadn’t money enough to come by land ; and he would 
not take any payment in advance, though it will l>e 
simply justice for you to repay eventually all Iris ex- 
penses. k’ake care your plaster is sound.’ 


Lady Charterys {teleyraph ) : — 

‘ All right. How you do prose ! Street has seen to 
^the plaster. Thanks very much,’ 
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ZeQnis BenzOf Milton Ernest, Betis, Enghmd, ^ the 
Reverend Don EmUino Ferrariii,Morindli)rBOj^(t‘ 
SuliacQ, per Roma, Regno vPltcdia : — 

‘Itererend and dear Fatlicr, -It mtis so much ibis 
day that I can do nothing on the walls, so I coni^crate 
my leisure morning to you The country of England 
appears to me to possess the peculiarity of looking very 
green and very wet, also of having houses at every yard : • 
it has a terribly over-furnished look, and a disar'oeable 
quantity of chimuoys ; the chimneys are very tall, 
belonging to fiirnaces or faettories ; the houses are very 
low. London looks provincial and commonplace after 
Horne, and you fancy you will kuock the roofs off 
with 3'our Iiaf. The atmosplicre of the great city 
api>cars of the thickness of polenta ; you feci inclined 
to cut it with a spoon. However, I did not stay in 
L(»ndon, but came on straightway to Berkshire, after 
going to the National Gallery for an hour, where they 
liavo pome very valuable pictures which ought never to 
have left our sliores. 

* 

‘Berkshire is, it appears, the name of a province 
It is very pretty and wooded, and reminds me tff parts 
of Umbria, only here there are no mountains to lend 
majesty to the repose ; and the sky is a woolly-looking, 
low-banging, pallid sky, in lieu of our glorious amh oP 
radiant light. At a little village station, there were 
waiting for me a vehicle on very high wheel?, and a 
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_ most admiraUy made horse. It seems the station exists 
on purpose for this house of Milton Ernest. A couple 
of iniles of wooded lane brought me to the park-gates ; 
it was now evening. I was shown at once to my rooms, 
and a bath had been made ceady, and they served me - 
dinner. I saw and heard of nobody but a servant, whi#., 
appeared to have the special oflBce of waiting on me, 
and who happily knew a little French. In the morn- 
ing I was shown tlie ballroom by a grave ^nd stately 
functionary, and told that her ladyship would receive 
me at noon in tlie library. So she did. I had figured 
to myself a person of middle age, but she is evidently 
quite young. She made me a little frigid nod of her 
head, and asked if I had all I wanted; and witl>out 
waiting for an answer, inquired how Mr. Hollys was, 
who Is, it seems, a cousin and sort of guardian of hers'; 
and, equally without waiting for reply, said that I had 
better begin at once, as she was in a burry about it ; 
and she hoped I woiild make it Corot-like and pretty, 
and drape the figui’cs, U'cause people were so silly. 
Then she nodded again, and I understood that the inter- 
view was over. 

‘ Pardon my incoherent gossip. I am more skilled 
with hiushes than with pens, as you know ; but you 
forgive all blunders and errors of your godson. This is 
a very grand and gloomy placo ; I admire it, but it 
<Df5>re68eB me ; its terraces are too sombre under their 
heavy cedar and elm boughs, its fine hall is too dark 
with all its armour and its oak, yet I would not alter 
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it ; it is all in character and unison with the deep green 
of the landscape, and the grey tones of the atmosphere. 
What ismot in character with it is its mistress. Figure 
to yourself a very lovely woman, very whimsical, very 
frivolous, very disdainful, always-dressed in the extreme 
of the mod6y even when she has a breakmst gown on ; 
she is young, but she darkens her eyes, I suspect her of 
even tingeing her hair, and she is altogether absolutely 
artificial. She is not married, as I supposed her to be 
from her tiSe ; she inherited the title, it appears, from 
her mother, who, on the death of the late Earl Charterys; 
took it, she being his sister, in default of male heirs. 
This can be done, it seems, with some English titles ; 
with some it cannot. The tesult here has been to invest 
a foolish and mindless woman with an enormous property 
and an immense power, of which she is as indifferent as 
a cliild would be of a jcwflleS reliquary. You must 
not suppose from this that 1 have seen much of her, but 
: the is one of whom it is easy to take a diagnosis at a 
Pglance. 

^ ‘ The house is full of gay people. It seems that the 

season of l^iondon is just, at its close. AU these gay 
people tormented me endlessly the first few days ; it 
was impossible to work, and their suggestions drove me 
mad ; I told Lady Charterys at once that if I were not 
allowed to lock the balii'oom doors 1 would pack up my 
colour-box and go back to Italy without even sketchings 
<the cartoons. 81ie assented with a very bad grace, and 
^ am now at peace. 1 have nothing otherwise to 
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complain of ; I have my rooms to myself, and they bring 
me tilings to eat, very good things, and French wines, 
and on tlie whole treat me much as if I were a prisoner 
of state, I perceive, however, that llie servants have a 
natural conlenijit for me; I am on a level in their 
minds with tlic glazier who comes to mend the ballroom 
windows. It does not matter. 

‘ This ballroom is by the way a fine room inside, 
grandly proportioned, W'itli a domr^d ceiling. 

‘ I have been greatly disappointed not to find, as I 
hoped to find, wet plaster; iu a iie\\l}'-huilt room one 
might reasonably ex]ieet to have it so. But instead I 
find the walls pnpared in the usual modern manner ; 
tliut is, dry, anti sliglitly granulated. I did not conceal 
my dislike for this proce.HS, and told the lady straiglit- 
way that she could nol possilily look for any lumino>ity 
or transparency in frebco upon avails cernt'uted by tliis 
method, and that she might as well liav'o had large 
panels done in oil. Wie did not a^ipear to care. I 
imagiiKi she only has these wall-s painted in fresco 
because somel)ody has told her it is chio. 

‘ Areliit(‘cturally the ballroom is a frightful mis- 
take; it lias been built out by Lady Cliarterys within 
the last year ; and it suits an ohl Tudor hall as well as 
a huge gilded glass vase, made yesterday at Baccarat, 
would suit a C(3Uini mounting. However, though in- 
ccuugruous, its proportions arc fine ; and happily, with- 
out, it is hitlden from view by heavy plantations, so that' 
it does not mar the g(‘uend site of the hall, and wil/ 
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ioubt be a great gain to the gaiety-loving chatelaine 
en she fills her house as it is filled at this moment, 
hre was only a long and narrow gallery to dance in 
I’ore this erection. 

!' ‘ The house itself is fine, though it seems low after 
Jr palaces. The lackeys in it arc legion, and the 
/nantily of flowers is extraordinary. The picture-gallery 
fiere does not contain much that is old. They are 
ijroud of their Venetian blasters, but most of these are 
l)bviou5ily copies : I oflfonded a very stately old dame, 
ifwbo is here, by saying so ; she is grandmother to my 
•oatroness ; the mother, that i.*?, of her father, wlio is 
jdead. The name of this terrible lady is Cairmvrath of 
^Oswestry; I copy this appalling litle from one of her 
"i'ards. If I be on a level with the glaziers in the eyes 
Ijf the houseliohl, I am on a level with the upholsterer 
in the eyes of this terrible old dowager, whose regard is 
’'nough to change one into stone, 

*Tlie givyness of the light troubles me; it con- 
’uses me; tliey say it is always like this, I confess I 
'was hapi)ier painting in your holy little cluiroh, my 
.oeloved Father; I think I should not have come here 
at all, if 1 had made any money during the winter and 
I spring: but I was a1>olutely a ^9eecv>, and liunger was 
3 vtTy near. A good skipper I knew olfeml me a fieo 
I passage from Civita Vecebia to tlie p(»rt of London, and 
f I sold a little bronze figure I had to obtain enough lo^' 
I come on from the coast here and buy the necessary 
' colours. In this house, of course, I want no money ; 
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it is well, as I liave none. Perhaps the servants si! 
out that. They are always very like rats who k^. 
where the grain lies. , 

‘ I salute you, beloved and reverend Father. 1 1 ' 
now going out in the park : .everything is very wet a. 
d.ark, but it all smells very sweetly, and the deer a 
beautiful creatures ; I am never tired of watching thei 
graceful postures, of studying their elegant groups. 
To think that a woman should own them who never 
looks at thorn ! ’ 


L<idy Chai’tcryn, MUton Ernest, to Mr. Ilvlhjs, | 
Rome ; — 

‘ Your Renzo is here, and seems to me to do nothing 
except stand and stare at huge sketches of grey paper, 
making lines on them now and then witli a Lit of chalk. 
He has turned me out of the ballroom, insisted on l)eing 
allowed to h'ck the doors and work by himself ; I ani 
sure he only smokes and sleeps. He would be intolen 
able if he were not so handsome. He is wonderfully' 
handsome ! I remember a picture of Ca;sar Borgia just 
like him.' 


Mr. Jlollya, Home, to Lady Uliarterya, Milton 
Emmt : — 

‘There arc three portraits of the famous Cesare, i 
each one utteily unlike the other two ; which do you ' 
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Wan ? I Bee no resemblance to any# I told yon he 
^usi be let alone ; no man can do anything worth doing 
\f he has a lot of frivolous people pestering him at bis 
'Ibows. Of course he has his cartoons. 

*'on can’t alter a line qMa/wim in fresco. If you 
uako a mistake, there it is for in a fine and com- 
plete allegory of life. You fine ladies understand 
Seither tempera nor trouble.* 

UCfiariPara JaiiUrtiUna Fublk * 

4^05 

' Lady Charieryf^^ Milton Ernest^ to Mr. Hollys^ 
Rome : — 

* I mean Columbus, not the Borgia man ; we have 
;a portrait of Columbus in the gallery. Your “friend” 
is an interesting person and speaks exquisite French. 
It seems he studied for years in Paris ; I suppose his 
method is all rigid, ]jut he is awfully slow about it. If 
he P. and P. do come, I shall have fluted satin put up 
j>7’0 ievu lie told us yesterday all about Lis own life ; 
^le was quite a poor lad, no shoes and stockings, nimiing 
,vild on the hills and living on chestnuts. It seems the 
'driest brought liini up, but 1 don’t see how the priest, 
,vho is quite a poor old man — though a noble, he says 
— gave liim that grand air he luis got. I asked him to 
[ dinner, and he said he had no evening clothes, and I 

I suggebted his getting lliem ; and lie made me quite b 
^>cene, but very grandly, not a bit violently, something^ 
^ike Chaslelard, you know* Have all the Italians that 

VltmciHun J«ikrnihn<6 JPu«»ik Mll0K$ 
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sort of mantier ? Does It come of their having beJ 
Romans once ?• You know what I mean ; the 


Momanusj isn’t U 
dear Lord 


look like abroid/ 



what Tiord Palmerston an, 


make every Englishmaf 


Mi\ ITolIySj RomCj to Lady Chartcrys^ MiUoa 
Ernest : — 


* There are few Italians who are pure Romans: 
great miml)or are Latins, a great niimb(‘r Greek •?, (juan 
titles Jews, and some l)ydeseont Lydians, and otherwise 
Oriental. It p(‘ems to me oininotis fliat yon find 
Renzo so iuterosling, that you arc cviai induced to cast 
a backward, if wandering, glance over the field o1 
history. Chasiolard seems to me, L>o, an allu^ioij 
fraught with untold tragedies. 1 sliall ])e truly sorry il 
I have sent this unfortunate man into jjeril, f )r lie l.aj 
the soul of a great artist in hiiri, 1 ought io Iiincj 
kno^Yn that Diaue Chassere^^e will not hpnrf^ even | 
dog, when she has for tlic moment no liuu-,’ 


Lady Chartrrys, Mtlion tu Mt\ lloliys^ 

ItohK * : — 

^ Was Diana such a muff that she shot her day? 1 
thought nolKidy but cockneys and volunteers (jver die 
that. As for there being nobody else, tluTc arc in tin 
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house ai this njoDoeot, Bertie Freudorga«;t, liord Col> 
Chester, Cidopel Boj^allieu, the Comte de Suresines, aud 
Dickie Haword, and Vic. wil ^ ,t P ij>)j»l»4a a week.’ 


Mr, lloUy^^ Roinc^ to Lady Charlerys^ Millou 
Erticat : — 

* You know wry \w\] \Ylnit I mean, and 1 wish you 
wouKl inairy Vic. and liavo <lon(j with it ; Lc would KUifc 
\ou down to the ground, and he woulduY let you make 
\ictiins of poor painters. Jrrjyou getting flirting with 
my Roman ? Don't.’ 


Laily CharicrySy MiUo}h Enwf^ to Mr, lloUys^ 
Jtuuic : — 

M)oes one flirt with a Trastevorc l»oggar because he 
l‘H»ks |)icture-(pie oil tlic steps? Do have more sense 
and decency/ 


Mr, IIolhjM^ Ihnne.^ to Lady Chartci^/s^ Milton' 
Ernest : — 

> ‘Your reply is in bad s.t)le, and is besides only an 
i(piiVoqiiP, ('an’t you go away on a round of visits*^ 
and leave the frescoes to be painted in peace ? ’ 
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Leonls Renzo^ Milton Ernest, to Don EcceUlno 

Feiraris, t^fOrvneUa-sopra-Subiaeo : — 

> , 

* It gives me that mj tedious scrawls eoi' 

liven your solitnd«t best friend, to whom I 

owe the eternal debt of that knowledge, wliich, if it be 
not power, is at least compensation and consolation. I 
enclose you a sketch of this house, and another of my 
patroness. Patroness is not a pretty word, but since it 
is the one that describes the actual position— ^rtsc/am- 
vnoio star ! 

‘Tins sketch of her docs not, I must confess, do her 

full justice, She is handsomer than ti few lines of red 

chalk can descrilje. She has the wondrous blush-roso 

skin of the best English licaiity. I did not think it 

could 1)6 natural ; she would l»e a perfectly beautiftd 

woman if her mouth were not so contemptuous ; and 

her c* 3 'es ha)c a dissatisfied, impatient expression : it is 

the look of ii o>nic, not of a youn;^ Venus. I presume 

she has had the misfortune to want nothing all her life, 

which is almost as had as wanting everything. I told 

her that in Italy, if I liad a few coppers to buy me some 

bread and fruit, and enough colours to paint with, I was 

quite content with my <l/jeuner dc solell. »She yawned 

a little, and said she had been a whole winter in Italy ; 

* * 

she did not care about it : she had liked the riding or, 
the Campagna. She supposed when people could paint]^ 
it must am)i8c them veiy much, for she knew Leightoi^ 





exlti Millaip, and they never geemed to T)e bored any-. 
where ; but she did not see how it could be amusing to 
do it, though it looked pretty when it was done* She 
said she knew women went iu for art, it was all the 
rage just now ; but she did not go in for it herself ; 
they only made dowdies of tlicmselvee ; your couturii^e 
knows what you ought to put on much better than you - 
do. Though others had come up, she still thought 
Worth better than any of them ; when you had a 
coslume of his, and a l)onnot of Mrs. Brown’s, you were* 
sure to be all right. Then she opened her large, con- 
temptuous eyes, and seemed surprised that I did not 
reply I I never even heard of Jlrs. Brown 1 

‘ It is plain that she thinks me a harbanan, and I 
confess I think her one — only occupied like a true 
savage with lier beads and feathers ! tlie whole domain 
of art, and fancy, and meditation closed to her ; her 
whole horizon bounded by a blank vast wall of egotism 
and inanity ! 

‘ The manners of the English ladies do not strike me 
as at all distinguished ; they want grace; they have an 
unpleasant, ill-bred manner of staring ; they are very 
eager to secure the attention of their men ; all tJiis I 
observe when they come into the ballroom, for they 
quite forget I am there. They are very fashionable, no 
dcjaibtT— I know enough of Paris to know that— but they 
aj/e exaggerated in all they say and do ; they have not 
tie charm of the Parisienne nor tlje grace of our own 
Vomen ; not even the grace of one of our peasant girls, 

c '2 
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drawing water at Arricia,* or carrying seawe^ 'at' 
Amalfi, ' " • ' • ' 

‘A propos of peasant girls, I have chosen the 
pastorals of Theocritus for the frescoes. They will offer 
beautiful scenes. Miladi asked me on the seconci day 
bow loug it would take to complete them. I said, a 
year at least ; perhaps two years. She was astonished 
and angry, and said, in return, that she wanted it 
finished }>y the autumn. I thereon told her v(*ry siiu- 
j>ly that she did not seem to me to re<piire an artist, 
she sho\ild summon n decorator; there were phmty in 
London and l^iris. She seemeil still more a>tenislK‘(l, 
and went away. 1 wrote a little note requesting per- 
mission to leave. Slio wjote me auollior little note 
begging me to go on with my liihours, and take two 
}ears it necessary; the Ihince uutl Trineess had post- 
poned their I did not know what princes she 

meant, but I consented tt> stay. I would not deny that 
I am glad tu Hlay4 The work inU‘re^ts me, and after 
years of piivathm, and solitude, and struggle with 
adverse fortuiuj, lliero is a rt'p(*.->e injLhe mere freedom 
from taking thought for tlu) morrow, wliiidi is widcoinc. 
I can give myself up absolutely to iijy en‘ations ; lhave 
no need to think how the studio rent can be paid, or 
whether I shall have solfU enough for a cup of coffee in 
the morning. What I liave envied to ricli people lias 
alWaVs been their independence, ^ * 

^ * * One nigljt, quite late, she sent me a verbal invitaL 
tion to dine with her and her guests, and the formidable 
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grandmamma. I did not think the method of invita- 
tion courteous : I sent back a verbal message that I was 
occupied. Next day she sent word that she wished to 
see me. I coiiM do no less than wait upon her. She 
was in her own room^ a pretty little niche of Saxe china 
and Louis XVJ. lacquered white wood. She put out 
l)er hand for tlie first time, and seemed surprised tliat I 
l)Owcd over it, only touching the tips of the fingers. 

\\'liy would you not come to us last night ? ” she said 
abruptly : slie has always that abrupt manner, they all 
hav(‘ it, and yet, despite it, tli<‘y never appear to be in 
earnest. I auswertd her that I had been occupied, and 
added that I j[3id md know it* was Rnglish etiquette to 
invite p(M»{)]e by wujd of moutli, through a servant. 
She (siloured a little at that. Oh I I beg youi\pardon ; 
I did not mean anyUiing rude, ” the said, in her .quick 
%>hion; I tliouglit you raiglit hojhored, all. alone. 

all horribly bored, though 1 have iny poojile in 
rcla^; only eight days each set of them, Wdl, will 
you dine to-night, now / a^k you?'^ What could I 
say? I said the trtiih, that 1 had no evening clothes, 
nohoat (le ioilrtle of any kind. It might bo a humiliat- 
ing c.jiift^sion, but it did not seem so to me. She 
look^ astonisliod : But why don't you telegraph for 
you/ things?'’ slie a>k<‘(L ‘'SSmvly }our man could 
sen! you all you want from Borne.” I laughed out- 
ri^jit. ‘‘iMiladi,” J said to her, possess no servant 
iniRoine, au'l no fine clothes in Koine or elsewhere. I 
su^posediliat Signor Hullys would have told you I am a 
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man so poor that I might very possibly have died of 
sheer hunger if you had not siuumoned me for this 
commission of your ballroom.” She grew now quite 
pale ; I saw then that she does not paint her face ; the 
blush-rose coloiu is natural. “ I am very sorry,” she 
murmured, quite as if the fault was hers ; but why 
shouldn’t I — why shouldn’t you — you can have any 
quantity of money that you like.” “ Pardon me, 
miladi,” I said to her — and I suppose I looked angry — 
“ I want for nothing here ; 1 merely told you the truth, 
Itccause unless I had given you the true reason I should 
have seemed callous to j'our courtesy. But you cannot 
buy clothes for me as you do for all those p^twdered 
gentlemen in your antechamlwrs. Wlien the frescoes 
are finished, you can pay for tliem what you and your 
frieuds think is just. If you do not like them, 3 ’ou will 
give me nothing ; I shall alwaj's remain your debtor for 
a year of happy labour, and of immunity from the little 
daily brndens and cares which accompany poverty.” 
She said not a word, and I bowed very low and left the 
room, going out of it hackw'nrds. 

* I confess that I felt I had had the l)e 8 t of the argu- 
ment, the beau role of the interview ; wliich, for a man 
who is in the ridiculous position of being without an 
evenipg coat, is not a small triumpli. It seemed tcr.me 
that miladi had never before conceived tlie possibility 
of any one existing without a valet and a suit of dnyjs- 
clothes. There is one thing quite certain, she from teis 
moment cannot confiife me with the foumlsseur ; t^e 
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fonmUamy', whether of Bond Street, the Boulevards, 
or the Gral>en, would never be without the correct con- 
vent ional garments of broadclotli. For me a white 
serge jacket in summer, and an old brown velvet one 
in' winter, is enough,-* if they would only be so good 
as to wear for ever 1 * 


Lady Hemiione Latrohe, MUton Enuaty Berksy to her 

Sister y Lady Dorothy Latrubsy The Cloistersy by * 

Chesterfieldy Derby sli ire : — 

‘ 3Iy dear Doll, — There is quite too lovely a creature 
hero, a Roman ; Esrnee has gut him over to do the ball- 
room. You never saw anything so handsome; he is 
like a picture. And to think we were in Rome all 
winter, and never saw liim 1 He is entirely farouchey 
and by so much the more fetching. He locks himself 
up in the balkooin, he is doing frescoes there ; and if 
we happen to *nieet him in the woods or anywliere he 
bows and runs away. He seems to think us a set of 
wild animals. I gut Esmec to send for him the other 
civei^ing, but he wouldn’t show. It is too tiresome. 
TaJSby says we all are too ready to treat him as if he 
wre a gentleman ; but I assure you he looks like one, 
And artists nowadays go everywhere and actors%)0, and 
It the Duke’s, last week, there were two of them, and 
ill they thuuglit about was mussel-dredging down in* 
jlhe bay. It’s dull down here, on account of Tabby, 
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she’s such a grim old cat ; but Esm^e’s awfully sweet 
and precious, and I wish you’d come ; and Henry 
Hollys, I think, is coming, and he is always good fun, 
though he scolds. Last night, as the Roman wouldn’t 
come to us, Esmee had five-o’clock tea taken into the 
ballroi^ra ; he couldn’t run away, and he was chaining ; 
told us such delicious Italian stories, and sang such 
lovely Italian songs, just, you know, as we heard them 
sing going by in the moonlight in Naples, four or five 
of them, with their guitars, don't you remember ? And 
then he sketched us all, and gave us the sketches ; and 
I wished he had wanted to keep mine, btit I dare say 
he can do me from memory. I thought Italians W(»re 
always so courteous, but lie isn't one bit ; he says 
awfully rude things, and Esmee got qaih*, angry, but he 
has a pretty way of saying them tt>o. He seemed glad 
when we went away, and I lieard liini lock the door 
again while we were still in the corridor. He is to bo, 
here a whole year; all by himSelf in tin* winter; but 
winter's a long way off; EMiiee wu’ll go to Cannes, and 
means to have the (ilauens” to ciuisc aLmt in. If 
she asks mo to go with le*r, I ^lialL 

‘ Your atreclionat<j 

♦ llnitMIii.’ 
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Leonia Reitzo^ Milton Erneatf to Don Eccellino 
Forrans^ FUn^nellw-sopra-Subiaco : — 

• The days go on the same with me, my honoured 
and dear friend. My work ‘progresses as well as the 
uncertainty of the weather will permit ; I have con- 
tented myself with six of the cartoons necessary, the 
remaining twelve are still in a vague, incomplete state. 
When I shut my eyes I see our little village, its oak 
and chestnut woods, its crags of grey marble and red 
porphyry, its strips of maize, and narrow ledges of 
pumpkins, and beans that need such coaxing to grow 
up on high Tipon the rocks ; I see the briglit, brown 
buxom maidens with their breasts lieaving under their 
linen bodices, and the earthen jar balanced on tbeir 
heads ; and my heart with my thoughts flies Ijack to 
you all, and I would that I were sitting with you in 
your little porch, under the great pine-trees, with the 
night coming on, so violet, so silvery, so clear and 
bright, with the glow-worms shining like little* stars 
under the cabbage and -pumpkin lehves. “ If I had only 
enough to live on, without being a charge to you, never 
woi^d I have been thoughtless enough to leave our 
swe.it, silent Sabine hills. 

* I find the luxury of this place grow oppressive to 
me I tliese endless carpets, that muffle every sound ; 
tlieae endless servants, who anticipate every simplest 
wisji or act ; these interminable meals, which need tlie 
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appetite of Gargantua ; this perpetual ps^raxaa of idle 
people, who are always changing, and y^ look to me 
always the same — for there is such a likeness and same- 
ness in fashion 1 — of all these I grow sick and impatient. 
One may lock oneself up alone as one will, there is no 
escaping the influence of the atmosphere of a house. A 
house has its moral atmosphere as a city has. Then, 
the climate lias a great heaviness in it. I feel only 
liulf awake ; I am not myself without the full sunlight. 
And these eternal clouds are not grand as our tempest 
clouds are ; broken through with shafts of light, hurled 
by the wind, piled one on another in masses like moim- 
fain crests, taking at evening on them, when the storm 
is spent, a pomp of colour, a glory unutterable. No ; 
they are more like great dusky feather-beds ; indeed, 1 
hear they are called woolpacks by the country people ; 
they merely present a monotonous, unini(u*csting ex- 
panse of vapour ; and as for a sunset, I have not seen 
one since I saw Civita Veechia fade away in the evening 
glow. You will say I have nostalgia! Of courst^ I 
have ; but that does not prevent me from appreciating 
the rich and pastoral calm of this country, the strength, 
and coiuage, and good- humour of the people, the clean- 
liness of their homes, and the excellence of their agri- 
culture. If we could transplant some of these qualities 
into Italy, in especial the cleanliness, we should truly 
liave a paradise. I am ungrateful to murmur at .my 
exile, fur I have that greatest of all blessings, work tlhat 
is sympathetic and delightful to me. \ 
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* After a im attempts at saggestion and intenfeteooe 
on the part of my employer, vhich I rejected more 
peremptorily than was perhaps polite or politic, she has 
left me entirely to my own choice of theme and treat- 
ment. I imagine her cousin has written to her that I 
am an intractable. I have been here three months 
now : all this time there has been a constant succes- 
sion of visitors ; but these of course do not affect my 
own life; I have no more to do with them than if 
I were in the moon. They have, or rather she lias, 
however, made a custom of coming into the ballroom 
for their six o'clock tea, whenever they are in the house 
at that hour, and there have* lieen several rainy after- 
noons. I cannot lie cliurlish ; she is distinctly in her 
own right. Hearing that I am something of a musician 
she has Lad an Erard placed in the hig bare room for 
my use ; I cannot ot course refuse to play to her when 
she comes. Indeed, I confess these afternoon hours 
break the monotony of my days, and I find myself 
stupidly disappointiHl when they are all out riding or 
driving, or playing their lawn-tennis, which is a bois- 
terous, meaningless game, that 1 do not admire, when I 
chance to cross their court, as I walk in the gardens. 
)Sli(|haB ceased to complain of the frescoes being slowly 
ex^uted ; 1 think she Ix^ns to take interest in seeing 
th<| blank plaster bloom like the rose. 

h 1 have had some charming fair children out of thr 
viMage as models ; but they are only fair, they have no 
Eoyl in their round blue eyes, and I could only model 
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tbeir little healtliy bodies, and well-fed white limbs : 
their faces said nothing. Now, Italian children have 
the whole Inferno and Paradiso in their wonderful eyes : 
why is it ? They have no soul in them, or at least 
they will sell any they have for a copper centime to 
buy salt fish or a tomato. Put the look is there, and 
it is not hero ; is it l)ecause we have to much tragedy 
in our blood, in our soil? Or is it because the Tlalian 
mothers still croon strophes of Tasso and Metastasio 
over the sleeping babies ? The .English mothers cer- 
tainly do not sing snatches of Shakesp(‘are or Herrick 
over the cradles of tliese pretty, ilaxcii, pink-cheeki‘(l 
creature?. 

‘1 liave been translating IVso, impromptu, into 
French, to miladi and her ladies; it seems poor stiilf 
in Gallic dress, yet some thing of its spirit and sweetness 
seems to reach tluoiu As I read 1o tlicm by one of the 
great windows of what tli<*y call my prison-house, with 
the green lawns and huge cedars outside, and tin se lovely 
women around mo, I nnust h»ok like a story-teller cf 
the Deeamerone, and 1 belii vo that llie giim dowager- 
grandmother disapproves me. Slu^ has no power, h(»\\- 
ever, to make the rod of her disjdeasure felt, for miiadi 
is her own mistress, and, having y^assed her majority, 
owes obedience to none. I imagine she was spoilt all 
her life. She expects impossibilities, and can be both 
insolent and capricious. Yet I think her nature is 
good, though so incrusteJ with the habit of the woild ijiat 
the actual heart in her can seldom beat as it might 4o. 
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* There is here, at this moment, a certain Duke of 
Kingslynn, who is one of her multitude of distant cousins, 
and with whom it is desired by her world in general that 
she should marry herself. He is a good-natured, amiable 
young man, whom she calls Vic., and torments inces- 
santly; he has a certain simple dignity which makes 
him look manly wlien she teases him, but ho is not her 
equal in intelligence, and if kIk^ take him it will only 
In' iH*caus<* she; wishes to be Duchess of Kingslynn, and 
tliey will both be extremely sorry tor the step all their 
b'\eH Jong, even if riotliing wor^c ensue. I wish I could 
M’i lier before you witli any sort of distinctness. I 
eiieloh'c unotlier sk<'t(*b of her; I nuido it last evening. 
She liad been riding, and got down at. the foot of w'baL 
liny call tiie yew tei-race, ami I was standing there, as 
Die D^rrace is just oiitside the ballroom. She look otf 
the lillle inclon-hat she wore, and leaned against the 
balustrade, and talked a little while; the redness of 
^uus(‘t was shining beyond tlie heavy bows of the yews ; 
it touched her hair with its warmth and made lier 
< \('s look quit(' soft, I shall make a large picture from 
th<‘ sketch when all tliis is over, and 1 am l«ick in 
\h'Ionuella, and n-k mvself if it be not a dream that 
\ er ./ painted frescoes in England. I dare say she will 
i\oi married * Vic.’by that time, and have begun to 
breah his heart and spoil his temper. 

‘ phe and those she calls her house party came to 
the ballroom last afternoon. I cannot always lock 'out 
the jiaistress of it, and was forced to open the door, with 
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some reluctance I confess. There was a quantity of 
people, male and female. They talked English, of 
which of course I understood nothing ; I wished I had 
had an Italian with me to have been able to return them 
their bad manners in kind. Bad manners seem to me 
the r<>/c of these English patricians. I threw my cigar 
away when they entered, but the men, and one or two 
of the women, smoked the whole time. They had tea 
brought them, and the men drank the most horrible 
compound produced by mixing together brandy and a 
kind of soda-water, and the women ate an incredible 
quantity of all kinds of hot cakes, sweet cakes, candied 
fruits, chocolates, and sugared dainties, and I knew that 
their dinner-bell would ring at eight I 1 wonder that 
they do not all die of indigestion. 

* When they at l.ast remembered my existence, they 
s|)okc to me in French. Then 1 confess a silly 
demon of vanity entered into me. I perceived they 
thought me of no more account than one of my lay 
figures ; and I said to myself, “ Leonis Benzo, at the 
Grecco and in. Paris they have always said you could 
talk ; try now, and see if you cannot make these soda- 
water drinkers look stupid.” So I did try. French 
seemed to them all the same thing as English, e '^cept 
to a very dull being called Lord Colchester, who has a 
glass screwed in his eye. I exerted myself to ent« rtain 
them, and succeeded ; soon 1 had the pleasure tq see 
that the cake catere paid no more attention to the foda- 
water drinkers } I told them stories ; I sang ihem 
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fiOQgs, for I had my old late in the room ; I played 
them a concerto of Schubert and some of the ^‘Moee in 
Egitto.” Then I permitted myself to satirise them, and 
the only drawback to this diversion was that they were 
too stupid to be easily stung. Only miladi — my 
patroness — got angry, and defended her order and their 
ways of life, which I confess appear to me to be of a 
silliness and a seliis^ness that are degrading In view of 
the immense interests that the world contains. Basta! 
1 had my turn and used it. They stayed till their 
dressing-bell rung, and they no more regarded me as a 
Jay figure. Just before they left me, I spoke at some 
length, in Latin, to a man whom they call Bertie, who 
appears a scholar and a good critic of art. He looked 
surprised, but ho answered me in the same tongue. 
Miladi called out, Oh ! you must not speak Latin, you 
know we don’t know it.” Miladi,” I said to her, you 
know it as well as I know your English.” At that slje 
was a little conscience-stricken and ashamed. A very 
good lesson, neatly given,” said this gentleman, whom 
they call Bertie, to me. 

* I hope they will not take the habit of having their 
tea here ; it is not good to get angry, and it deprives 
me pf the sunset hours’ light, and there is so little 
light! in this country at the l>ei>t of times. Bear and 
reverend Father in God, I salute you lovingly.’ 
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Mr. MoVyBi Rome, to Lady ■ Ckwrterys, Milton 
Ernest : — 

*I filiould bo only too delighted to come over, as 
you so kindly propose ; but there is not a ghost of a 
chance of my getting away tjjpi September, and I shall 
hardly get, ten days then. You know I am left, in 
charge, and the dear chief won't be Iwek from his 
stag-hunting till November. Jt is awfully hot and 
fearfully dull. 1 make a scoppata to the villas of 
friends, and sl(‘op very often up at Frascati or Tivoli, 
or down at Palo at Odoscalchi's place; but one can’t 
get out of the leaden weight of the intolerable heat, 
unless one goes fairly off up into the mountains, and J 
can’t leave the Chancellerie long enough to do that : 
there are complications, and the Chambers may re- 
assemble any moment. Py the wav, you have not 
mentioned eit her Renzo or the frescoes for ages : this 
strikes me as much more ominous than if you indited 
me reams in his praise. Have you already wholly 
destroyed him? Has ho takin an over-dose of chloral 
in despair, and been interred under the yews of Milton 
Ernest ? If you do not answer me, I shall write and 
ask your grandmother. I shall have the truth from 
Jier* 
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Lady Charierye, Milfoil Erncd^ to Mr* BoUys^ 
Home 

* You will have the truth, my dear Hariy, from me, 
though your absurdity scarcely deserve^t. Your envoi 
is perfectly well, and the walls are getting cov^redi in 
outline he calls it, for the most part ; but it looks very 
well and will have a very good effect* The music- 
gallery he proposes to do in graffiHy whatever that may 
be ; but I have obeyed you to the letter, and never 
hiterferod with him* He is left entirely to his own 
devices ; he thinks lawn-tennis ungraceful and senseless, 
BO he can’t be asked even to join in that. Now and 
then, once a week perhaps, we visit the ballroom ; and 
then he sings a little, or plays, pf reads some Italian 
poem very nicely* He really does sing very well ; I 
wonder he didn’t go on the stage like Capoul. Vic. has 
taken quite a fancy to him, which is droll enough, for 
they can’t say more than six words to each other ; you 
know Vic.’s Eton French, which ought to be so good, 
but isn’t, and only just lets him understand naughty 
opeiettas, and order supper at Biguon's. Nobody knew 
he could ride; but the otlier day, just as all the horses 
came round, Souchong (you remember her ?) got loose 
and tore away; he was do>;\m in the home wood as 
Souchong dashed through it, and he actually stopped 
her, mounted her, and, after she had torn, ,away with 
him/literally over bush find briar, for tbw miles, got 
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her ■vrcll in hand, and bronglit her in aa quiet aa a 
‘ lamb, just when we aU supposed she had broken her 
back in a ditch/ 


Mr. Holly B {on a ^ost-card) 

^ Charming lady's hack, Souchong, but who was the 
hero ? Surely you knew Vic. could ride ? ’ 


Lady Ckarteiys {o 7 i a posUcard) 

‘Who was to suppose an Italian could ride? 
thought they were like Frenchmen/ 


Mr, Holly 8 {on a podt-card ) : — 

‘ Forgive my stupidity, I stand corrected. Correct, 
in return, your narrow insular prejudices. Italians 
can ride ; but they wont, as a rule, feed their horses. 
As for Frenclimrn — ever been to the Chantilly hunt or 
eeen ’em go after boars in Ardennes? It is very 
generous of Vic. to like the dompteur of Souchong.’ 


Lady Chart&rya (ou a posUcai ^) : — 

‘I am afraid the heat makes you dream strange 
things. I^ouchong isn’t the least bit do'tnpt4ey and is 
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quite 8S read; to late her groom and kick her loose* 
box into splinters as ever ^e vras.’ 


Mr. Mdlyd (on a post- card) 

‘ Only one word aaore : Do you mean to go to Cowes 
os ustial ? — or — not ? ’ 


Lady CharUrya (on a poet-card) 

‘Why on earth do yon underline such a simple 
inquiry? — ^No; I do not; because the “Glaucus” is 
being recoppered, and I want her in the winter.’ 


i Mr. llolhje (on a post-card) t — 

‘ Thanks : I could have predicted the answer. In 
vinter will you want the “Glaueus” cabin done in 
iraffito? I have just seen the man I ought to have 
ent you for the ballroom : he is sixty-eight, decorated, 
iua’d, a “ professore,” an “ alunno ” of a thousand 
^ic societies, and an ass ; but if the frescoes would 
suffered, at least their designer would not, and I 
^mite sure he would not have translated Tasso or 
I Mazeppa on Souchong. But one is always wise 
hte.’ . 
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Lady ClmimjB {on a poBt-mrd ) : — 

* I have sent a paragraph to the society papers to 
inform the world of the distressing fact that the Hon. 
H. Hollys, so well known, &c., &c., &c., has gone raad 
in consequence of a severe sunstroke ineurred in the 
discharge of his diplomatic duties in Rome.’ 


Mi\ Hollysj Rome^ to the Did'e of KItujslynnj 
Milton Ernest ; — 

‘Dear Vic., — You know you have my very best 
wishes, but what can I do ? I never had much influence 
over her, and at a distance I liave none. If I wrote to , 
her urging your desires she would probably be utterly 
set against you : women are “ kittle cattle,” and she; 
more “kittle” than most. I am quite sure she hag^; 
great regard for you, and I don’t tliiiik anybody would \ 
be as good a husband for her as yourself, settingj 
altogether aside the tremendous advantages that hava), 
made you the hope of Belgravia ever since you le^ V 
Eton Eight. You will acqii’t me of any such sne^ \bbis| 
meaning. It is your loyalty of nature, your hone/ tg^y (|f 
purpose, your knowledge of her character, and| 
own sweet and patient temper, which would ma| Jjj 
you so good a companion of her life. But if yoir\ 
she doesn’t care for yon, do not give her the chanp o1 
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rooking you wretched* Esm^e is a womaa who if die 
loved a man might be made anything of by him ; but 
if she have only for yon a good-natured, iudifferent, 
friendly regard, then— then, my dear Tic.— cut your 
heart out with a knife now, rather than spoil all your 
glorious future by wedding yourself to eternal dis- 
appointment, carking jealousy, and perfectly useless 
devotion. I hare said my say, and you must do as you 
please. I v/ish you would tell me one thing : Have I 
done any harm by sending Benzo over to hlilton 
Ernest? 1 thought she might bother him in his 
painting, but it never occurred to me that she would 
notice the man any more than she does the doctor or 
the curate. To be sure, I underrated the attraction of 
a perfectly regular profile and eyes of onyx.’ 


27tc Duke of Kingalynn, Milton Ernest, to 
Mr. Hollys, Home 

‘No; I don’t thiuk there’s anything of that sort 
with the Italian fellow. He seems wrapped up in his 
painting. I like him myself ; though he is tremend- 
Ec.nusly good-looking, he is neither a fwl nor a flirt. He 
iiMBeems an awfully proud beggar, and keeps out of our 
t^ay much as he can. 1 think he is down on his 
iif 1 suppose you know all about him. I should 
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she’d as soon think of the groom, 1 mean to try, 
,.te all you say, though I dare say you are right. 
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She doesn’t care much for me, but then it sbe don’t 
care for anybody else we shall got along. I can’t put 
it in good language, nor look at her 'as the Italian 
fellow docs when ho reads ’em Tasso, but 1 would do 
anything in the world for her, and I don’t believe there’s 
another woman in the world like her. If she’s got any 
faults I don’t see ’em ; she may treat me like dirty 
boots if slie like, I shall love her as long as I live.’ 


Jlfr. Ilolli/Sf Ro7ne, to the Duke of Kingehjim^ 
Milton Ernest : — 

‘ The true thing, my dear Vic,, but women never 
care for it, and they do treat it like dirty bouts ; and 
I’m afraid they prefer to l»e treated like dirty boots them- 
selves — odd taste, but they are made so. I have heard 
inuch of the acute vision of love ; but love has alwayar 
seemed to me to be as blind as ten thousand bats, andr 
yours is no exception in cecity. However, God Lies* ' 
you, dear lad ; go in and win if you can.’ 


The Duke of Kingalynn, Milton Ei'uest, to , 
Mr. Jlo^a, Rome {telegraphs ) : — ^ 

^iielf 


‘I’ve hod my innings and I’ve made the 
egg. She won’t hear of it for a minute. I shil'O’ 
and pot elej)haitts. I am now off. Write 
London.’ 
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Mr. HoUya^ Rornet to the DvJce of KmgAynn, Ouwrde 
Clvht London (tdegrapka) :• — 

‘ So awfully sorry. Don’t go to Africa j you don’t 
want knife-handles. Go to Benderrick or Glenlochrie, 
and 1 rnll try and nm over to you for a week up there.’ 


The Dvdce of Kingdynn^ Guards Clvhy London^ to 
Mr. Holly s^ Rome (telegraphs ) : — 

‘Very well. Young birds very strong this year. 
It’s no more the Roman than it's the stable boy. You 
are a good fellow, for yoti don’t say “ I told you so.” 
Come to Gleulochiie.’ 

♦ 

I ■ 

Leonis JJcjwo, Milton Ernest, to Don Eecellino Fer~ 
raris, Florinelia-so^mt-Subiaco (writes ): — 

‘ I have received yours with delight and gratitude, 
dear Father. I am concerned poor Tessa's son has 
Irawu a bad number; conscription is hard on men, 
luit harder still on women. All the news of Floriuella 

S marming to me ; when* I read your lines 1 hear 
boom, the maize stalks rustle, the ehiu hoot ; 
'Vjill the wild honeysuckle hedges, and the lemon 
vfs, and the dewy -summer dawns ; when I go into 
l^onservatories here I think I am ^Talking in the 
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Italian fields at sumdse in mid- J une ! Miladi is almost 
alone in the house now ; her guests are gone, with the 
exception of a pretty child called the Lady Hermione, 
and of course the stately grandmamma. The young 
Duke has been refused by miladi, so the head-gardener 
tells me ; he talks French well, and I have won his 


heart by suggesting to him your simple cure for his 
vines, which are afflicted in their hot-houses with wliat 
we call cinptoinmia. It is certain the young Duke is 
gone. He behaved like a true gentleman to me ; but 
he would never have suited miladi, who laughed at him, 
and plagued him, and plainly thought him a simpleton, 
which I do not think he was, though he had that awk- 
ward manner and clipped bald speech which seems to. 
characterise these young Englishmen of rank so far aa 
I can judge by what I have seen in this house. 

‘ Miladi and the young Hermione still come an(i 
have their tea in the ballroom, and they are heJ 
ginning really to understand something of Tasso.. 
Miladi has a beautiful mezzo-soprano voice, but 1 do 
not like the way she has been taught to sing : it is too 
florid and net sufBciently accurate. She lets me cor- 
rect her with great good humour, and I teach her to 
use my old mandoline. These lessons, however, will' 


not last much longer, for she is going away on a rourj 
of visits to grand houses ; she says there is nothilicUT 
tiresome. It seems it is the shooting season in rotnf 
land already, and she is going there first, and sbw 
the men are all out after game the whole day, | cel 

\of 
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stupid as sbeep or as stones from fatigue all the eTenisg, 
These very great people seem to me to create for them- 
selves a very vast number of tiresome duties. They all 
hate what they are doing, and yet they aU continue to 
do it. If I were one of them I should surprise them 
by leading my own life. 

‘ Could you post to me that large sketch book full 
of my illustrations to the Morgante Maggiore which I 
did when 1 was quite a youth ? Milodi would like to 
see it. She has been much amused with the poem, 
which of course I put into decent dress for presentation 
to a lady. 1 have been telling her how our peasantry 
still make dramas of these old poems, and play them 
on our hills with no scenery save natiu^’s. She is not 
hard to interest when her fancy is taken ; she has mind, 
Jioo, only it is frittered away. I confess I am touched 
hy the change there has come in her since she repented 
jtf wounding me about the di-ess-clothes. She is full 
Lf delicacy and courtesy. She cannot altogether alter 
j ne certain hru«querie of her manner which seems 


^atural to her, but she tempers it. She does not in 
[my way resent home truths that I venture to tell her. 


! 1 she seems now to be mortified at her own ignoi- 
se of artistic and intellectual matters, whereas at 
f.jsbe was proud of it. Her education has evidently 
s^jjmeh neglected, though she tells me that from 
old to seventeen she was' in the bands of 
hn^esses of all nations, and crammed with all manner 
i !^nce she calls rubbish. At bevenleen she went 

V I 
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iuto the vorld, and all her studies irere over. That is 
five years ago. 

* She listens with great pleasure whenever I speak 
of you and tell her of your vast attainmeots, your in- 
finite go'odness, and of the home that you have made so 
dear to me in that little hermitage4ike bouse of yoms 
with dear old Marta to scold me if I let the chickens 
get amongst the flower-4)ed8 or the thrushes steal the 
olives. When shall I see the dear Uttle whitewashed 
presbytery again? 

* 1 am now painting Hylas drawn down into the 

waior by the nymphs. I have no fit model for Hylas ; 
I must go to my* memory of the slender-liml’od Iwown 
lads plunging in onr hill streams for fish. To give the 
night too, the beautiful night that mariners love, I 
must go also to my home memories. The moon seems 
to me always to dwindle when she rises here- The starM 
when they are visible, which is but two nights out cl 
five, seem pale and smalL Ob, to see once more 
burning with her translucent light above the darf 
broAvs of Soracte or the snows of the Leonessa ! ’ I 


Eccdlino Fen'uris, FlorineWt-Bopra^Suhiaco^ 
<0 Leonis Femo, Milton Ernest : — uck’s^ 

‘I have despatched the book as you deshp®^ 
baloved son. I sent it down to Subiaco by Amml® 

that I trust it will rcacli you by the post therf®®^ 

of 
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safety. It de%1ite me so &r avay oar hamble 
dwelling; and our little hamlet still keep a hold npon 
your heartstrings. Nowhere, my dear son, will you 
have warmer welcome than here ; 'whenever again your 
steps shall bring you vp our narrow mountain path, you 
will bring joy with yoiu Marla grows very old ; but 
not too old, she bids me say, to love you. May I, yonr 
oldest friend, presume on one word of caution ? You 
take a natural interest in your English hostcra. Be 
heedful that it grow not too strong an interest. My 
mind misgives me when you tell one of those music 
lessons, those readings of our poets. No doubt you are 
of as great an interest to this great lady ; but since she 
in a great lady and you arc a man as proud as poor, 
there can be little to be hoped for from this intimacy, 
pnd surely its enjoyment is one fraught with peril, 
d^ovgive me if I hint this, and attribute my timidity to 
kbat which is always timorous — a great affection. God 
BO with you I ’ 


Leonia Memo, Milton Ermat, to Don Ecodlino 
^ermria, FlorineUu-aopra-Subicuto : — 

‘ Dear and reverend Father, — Be not afraid; I have 
triple armour of poverty, art* and pride, however mis- 
l'/ i pride may he in one horn as I was. She is 
and interests me, I admit, if by mere force of 
|)utft betwixt the obvious faults of her character and 
*, 'g^cntial powers for good. Il6r intense hut xincon- 
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scious selfishness and her possible greatness of nature, 
V9ere higher emotions ever to touch her, make a psycho- 
logical study quite out of the common* This sounds 
very abstract and didactic ; but it is this cx>ntra6t which 
interests me, nothing more. However, even this will 
soon cease to be near me. She leaves here as I told 


you : it is doubtful whether she returns at all before 
going to the Eiviera for winter. 

‘ It seems they go ou from one house to anotlicr 
until a whole autumn can be passed in this series of 
viavaL It appears to me that they are always as much 
en schie as if they were on the stage itself. It is an 
endless round of dressing, dining, trifling, talking ; as 
I have come to understand it through the photography 
of her conversation, it seems to me the most vapid 
existence possible, but she assures me it has its excite-t 
ments. She says that when once you are du7is le iraiiii 
you could never lead any other kind of life. I amj 
grateful that I shall never have the chance to be dam 
le ti'ain myself I \ 

* Be easy on the score of my danger ; I have . ‘ 
triple armour, I say, in my poverty, in my pride, in 
art. Long ago I loved the woman in Paris tliat I toK 
you of one summer night sitting in your little pora 
with the great golden round moon coming up tbrouJ 
purple clouds over the eastern mountains. She^i^ 
and, what was worse, was worthless. Lovb^n»^'if 
and I have parted company for evermore ; and 1® of 
be lonely as any hermit in this great house all twoel 
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the windy English autumn and the darksome English 
winter. If only there be light enough to paint by, I 
shall be content. 

* I am now painting the Burial of Baphnis. I have 
no models amongst these burly husl^ndmen and 
rheumatic labourers, but 1 have memories — so many 
memories— of lithe, light limbs, of brown leaping 
forms, of ox-drawn harvest-wains, of rythmic dances 
under the arching olive boughs, of naked figures supple 
as river reeds, drawing water with the pole as in the 
days of Baphnis ; in so much we are so little changed 
in Italy since the years of Theocritus. Ah, dear and 
best friend, be sure of this, myheart is too much with 
Italy to wander elsewhere in any foMy, Besides, be 
also sure that if I have grown higher in miladi’s 
estimation than the /oumisseur, I am no more than a 
uecreiaiy or a teacher in her eyes, at best a Eizzio to 
whom this haughtier queen would hardly drop a glove 
A" give pity with a look. But I want neither glove 
''^r pity ; I shall be quite content if, when she shall see 
^tr ballroom finished, she shall smile — and bid me go. 
^ tcfojici, beloved and true friend ! ’ 


\r. HoUye, Glenlochrie, Arffpllskire, to the Countess 
if Charterys, MUton Emmt (telegraphs ) : — 

Why don’t you come to Bnimdries ? They are all 
^|us, and I shall not see you at all, for I am only 
*. two weeks.’ 
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Lady Charterya, Milton Ernest, to Mr. ITollys, 
’ GleiUochrie {writes ) : — 


‘Pm too sorry, dear Harry, not to see you, but I 
really can’t stand Drumdries. When I accepted to come 
I could not tell that poor Kiufslynn would be close by 
on his own moor. I thought he was going to kill 
elephants in Africa or India. 1 should be quite afraid 
to stir a step outside the gates there for fear of meeting 
him ; he bores me so unutterably. 1 know as well as 
you do that he is a dear, good little boy ; he never does 
anything naughty except when he’s in Paris, where it 
is conceded to oE British virtue to go al>out in slippers; 

m 

but I can’t marry him, oven to he ono of the dozen 


Buchesses of Great Britain and Ireland, which all n)}w 
friends are unanimous in declaring is the only thing] 
worth living for in this world. I am quite content a* 
I am. Yes, I am going on a lot of visits very soon, ln4 
not just yet. I have Hermhme here; she is rathsr 
taken with one of our neighbours, John Herbert I 
Wardell; he is only just come home from endlcf 
travels, and if they like one another there would T 
nothing for anybody to say against :l, for though thi 
are only baronets, the Waraeli iamily counts l>ack a» 
before that.* f 
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Mr. HoUyStOUnlot^rief to Lady 0artery$, - 
MiUon Emeet : — 

‘ That is it, id it ? Hermione aod Jack Herhert, 

and you and , a pretty fariie earrie I Well, thare's 

nothing to say, as you justly observe, a^ginst Sod>ortJ 


Mr. HuUyst Glmlochrie^ to the Dowayer Lady Cairn 
wrath of Othweeiry, Milton Emeet : — 

* Dear Aunt, — Pray pardon me, but can’t yon make 
lism^c keep her engagements and go to other houses if 
she won't come to Drumdries ? It begins to look very 
odd. If she won’t go out, get a lot of people down. 
TFor heaven’s sake break up the thing somehow. I 
Iwould come myself, but must be back in Borne in sixty 
lilioiirs.’ 


|| Dowagi^ L<uly C<dmwraih of Othweetryi Milton 
y Enieal, to Mr. Hollys, Glenlochrie ; — 

A ‘My dear Henry, — No one can be so painfully 
Kiisitive as myself to the lamentable imprudences (I 
Hi ght almost employ a stronger word) of my grand- 
Ifiightcr, Lady Charterys. But I can do nothing ; she 
p^^mtirely independent, and you know of old her head- 
f ^Sg self-will. She does not go to Cowes ; she does 
go to any of her friends’ houses; 1 confess with 
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humiliation that 1 believe she remains at home because 
He finds a most lamentable attraction in the society of 
the Roman artist whom you deemed proper to send 
here. There is of coarse no absolute indiscretion com- 
mitted; even Esrnfe has sufficient respect for my 
presence to make that impossible. But there are very 
great irregularities, a most reprehensible degree of 
intimacy. She actually asked this person to dine with 
us; he had good sense and feeling enough to refuse; 
but this will indicate to you the footing on which she 
treats him. He teaches her Italian and corrects her 
singing ; you know to what this sort of thing is in- 
variably a prelude. Of course you could not imagine 
that Esm^e could so fiir forget herself as to make a 
companion of a young man sent to paint her ballroom, 
but it is very unfortunate that you could not find some; . 
one at least middle-aged and less good-looking ihaiy 
this person is. The whole matter is painful to me, an(| 
scandalous to a degree which I cannot describe. I an* 
entirely at a loss what to do. Were it any one else ) 
should at once leave a house in which I have ceased i 


have any influence, but I cannot of course be the firf 
to ruin my granddaughter’s reputation by such a sty 
I foresaw that some miserable complication wo*| 
ensue from this ridiculous idea of having an Itfils 
over to paint the ballroom ; if it had been put in I 
hands of good decorators they would have done 
was needed, and Esmee would not have entered it f ^ 
the walls were completed. You may be sure ttf®^ 
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have exhausted all possible arguments in the endeavour 
to persuade her of the great and irreparable inju»f 
which will fall on her by her familiarity with a for- 
eigner of whom even you admit you know nothing, 
except that he painted the altar of a Roman Catholic 
church in some village. But I regret to say that I 
produced no impression ; at first she laughed and said 
there was no harm in learning Italian ; at the end of 
my repeated counsels she hinted to me bluntly that 

P '^lilton Ernest was hers and that the manor-house at 
taines was mine ; of course slie meant to suggest that 

I f should go there ! Cannot you and Lord Llandudno, 
I her trustetjs, interfere ? 

' ‘P.S. It is impossiftle to ask people down when 

S ism^e would not speak to them if tliey came ; jnd she 
iWould not if they were asked in despite of her.^ 


t 'f. Holhj8^ llome^ to the Doivugcr Lady Cairnwmih^ 
I Milton Ernest : — 

‘ Dear Amit, — I am quite too sorry and can’t forgive 
;yself for being such an ass. But as Esmee has never 
■fore spent three months out of the twelve at 3Iilton, 
Kw on earth could I tell this mischief wouM come on ? 
Him afraid Lord Llandudno and 1 have no jurisdiction 
Kcept over the property. W> have no right to dictate 
■(' her about asking a painter to dinner. In point of 
Bet, we both ask painters to dinner ourselves. You 



FJtESCOES. 


tbi&k painters are sweeps, but indeed the werld has 
changed its mind about these ‘things; I think she 
might ask him to dinner, but 1 am quite with you in 
thinking that for her to flirt with him is a bideoos 
enormity. Besides, it is rough on the poor wretch 
himself, since nothing can come of it, for when she’s 
tired of Tasso and the mandoline shell foiget he esists in 
twenty-four hours, and expect him to take five hundred 
pounds for his frescoes and be grateful. 1 don’t fancy 
you need worry yourself seridusly, though I can entirely ' 
understand how annoying it all is to you, and I wish 
heaven I had never found out Eenzo’s studio. It wr*®* 
hard enough to find, for it was up a hundred 
ninety-five stairs, precipitous '•nd pitch dark, and ^ 
had a pumpkin tied to a string for a knocker.* ' ^ 


Doivajer Lady Cairnm'olh of Olhwestry, Milton atj 
Emeai, to Mr. HoUy?, Rome. arw 

* I am unhappily aware, my dear Henry, that yc^ i 
world now-a-days thinks all sncial distinctions unnece |j 
saty and all serious considerations pedantry. At 
same time, if liord Llandudno do ask painters to dinniiU 
he would b^ the last man to allow one of his daughtr jf 
to marry one of them, and I now solemnly warn y j| 
that I consider it quite possible that my granddaughn 
Esmee might in her madness and furious obstinaS 
throw herself away on this man. It is time, 1 thiui 
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you trill allov, for a conaeU da fa.mW4 on tMs most 
terrible dilemma/ , 


Mr. HodySf M(ma,to Dowager Lady Cainmraitk • 
of Othwestry^ MUton Emett 

‘ But there are no eonaeUa da famiUa in England^ 
IVhat on earth shall tre do ?' 


Doivager Lady Cawnwraih of Othwaatry^ to 
Mr. Uolhja (tdegraphs) : -- 

‘ Cannot yon got hi» Ministers in Borne to order 
I m home ? What use are extradition treaties ? * 


Mr. IfoUys to Dowager Lady Cairnwraih of 
Otkiveatiy (telegraphs ) : — 

B ‘ But if ho have done nothing wrong how can we 
mand his extradition ? I am at my wits’ end. I’ll 
me to Llandudno. 1 am sure he wiU run down to 
**on.* 


Dowager Lady Caimwrath of Othvmtry to 
Mr. lIoGys (telegraphs ) : — 

f > ,I shall be happy to see Lord Llandudno, and I 
•gine Lady Charterys can scarcely turn her back on 
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her own trustee. But he so good as to rememher that 
it was Tiot Lord Llandudno who sent this person here.’ 


Lwrd Llandudno, Milton Ernest, to Non. II. Hollys, 
Home : — 

‘ Dear Harry, — I came down here as you asked me; 
I made a pretext out of the Monmouthshire leases. 
On my life I don’t see what I can do. I think Tabby’j 
fears have run away with her judgment. If Esmee ; 
sweet on your Eoman friend, she conceals it remarkaK 
well. I like the man myself ; he is a gentleman, an 
he has out-and-out talent. He will make a super 
thing of the ballroom : his designs are worthy 
Parthenon. It seems tlie fellow reads Italian with he 
and is correcting her style of singing and showing he 
the tricks of the mandoline, and all this goes on am 
tea-time in the liallroom ; she lets him be quite quif 
till five o’clock. I told Lady Cairu wrath {tcho mivl 
that I thought we did better to leave Esmee alont 
she is not a baby, and she gets her back up very aoiM 
and really to suggest to her that she can’t be deoerjj 
civil to a person, who is doing things for her worth/*! 
Domenichiuo, without compromising herself, or mear|v 
to make a fool of herself about him, seems to me tcK 
going very near the wind; I never do favour myM 
things to women that a man would knock you downH 
if you tried ’em on with him. Interference, I alw» 
believe, is tlie very hind-hooi of the devil. She is iv 
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the sort of woraao for imprudences: it will be much 
more like her to amuse herself with the fellow while 
the novelty lasts, and then write him a cheque and forget 
his existence* She’s as proud as, blazes, and never 
would let herself down. It was a mistake having him 
in the house perhaps: he might have lived in the 
village ; but I don’t think it matters. If she don’t 
move before, she’ll go to Cannes. I wish with you 
that she’d take poor Vic., but I can’t see a chance of 
it.. Little Hermie I^atrobe is here and going on with 
iHerhert of Wardell till alls blue. Tabby will have it 
II hat your frientrs an adventurer, a schemer, all the rest 
tof it, and that lie lias all kinds of dark conspiracies 
to compromise Esmeo and drive her up in a corner to 
ranrry him. But all this is moonshine. The man 
5 ;trikes me as a thorougli gentleman. He hangs back 
whenever Ivinee wants liim to come out of his painting* 
I’oom. They talk French, and I am not A 1 at French, 

I t as far as I can make out they quarrel a good deal 
L'rmionc knows all they say, but she’s a sly little 
)use when she chooses. At all events, I’m quite 
re interference wouldn’t do any good ; if you try to 
le Esmee with a gag-bit she flings you a cropper at 
ce; just like my daughters. — Truly yours, dear 
>llys, Llandudno. 

‘ r.S. Tabby’s always for the gag-bit I What a time 
e defunct C. of 0. must have had of it, and how glad 
must be of those eternal shades, where the bothered 
5 at rest ! But if she join him when she dics?\ I !!’ 
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Mr. Jlolhja to lord Uandiidnoi- v 

• 

*I)ear Llandudno,- So many tbaaks! ym relieve 
my mind tremcndouBly. The venerable 0> of 0. always 
foresees a conflagration of the universe whenever any- 
body strikes a match, especially if it's struck on the 
wrong box. Renzo is a gentleman, I am sure ; there’s 
such old patrician blood in so many of those fellows ' 
even .when they’re not very sure where they come fron 
originally. I quite agree with you about riding with w 
light hand. Pray forgive a scrawl ; I have to write sil' 
report on the quantities of jute and other similar 
articles used in tliis country during each year, which 
really and truly is only consular work. Nobody at 
’F. C). in the least wants to know tins, and nobody will, 
e\'er read the report ; it will be safely pigeonholed foi 
fifty years and then be burnt, still unread; but duty i» 
duty, even when tlie tborraometcr is at 45 R. in the 
shade, and it is the twentieth day of August which find 
your wretched friend iu the Urbs— Eternal City it i 
no more : it is all going ; pounded into dust undw 
tramway cars and the modem builder’s hods of 8tuoc3|| 
We are in on age in which nothing is sacred. I expew 
they will get chopping at the palm of Augustus. Evfl 
yours,’ & 0 . 
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Leonia Bens^t Bmeat, to Don, EoceUiw 
Terraria, Fhrinelkh8op7Kt~SuMa^ ;— 

‘Best beloved Father and Friend,-— 'Your kiiidly 
fears for my peaoe riiay be at rest, lliiladi is grnie; 
tliey say she TriU not return till the spring. A inreek or 
two ago, there arrived on a visit here an English lord, 
with a name 1 cannot remember, and could not spell if 


(I did. He was one of her iuiori ; only now that she is 
^f ago to be her own mistress, his powers of jorisdictioa 
loiily extend to her property. In England it appears 
Khc property is always the first It is so fenced 

mp and tied about in favour of ^ple unborn that 
[nobody ever seems thoroughly to enjoy it : but I am by 

i means sure tliat this self-denial is not the cause of 
s nation’s great prosperity and solidarity. 

‘ 1 think she is sorry to go. She seems interested 
the studies that 1 have |)ersuaded her to take npj 
is beginning to understand what good singing is ; I 
>po8e her professors were too intent in making them 
eeable to a young Ckruntess with two hundred 
>usand pounds a year, to make themselves dteagree- 
e by insisting on accuracy and moderation in the 
of natural powers. She is certainly regretful to 
: she said as much finnkly to me last nig^t. But it 
BIS she has neglected many engagements, aiid these 
lappy great people are the slaves of their own 
'Id ; it reminds me of Frankenstein I The lord with 
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the strange Welsh name I thinks approve of 

her intimacy with me. He was a very light-hearted, 
pleasant) easy person, but he bad quick eyes and a great 
deal of tact under that peculiar wnc}i(dawse 

which is BO common to English gentlemen ; they wear 
it like a sort of loose overcoat, under which they conceal 
everything. I do not know whether it was by persua- 
sion or ridicule that he induced her to make these visits 
which she had promised to make in the coming montbf' 
hut directly or indirectly he induced her to do so ; u 
week after he left, she went away ; her grandmother 
gone also. 

‘This great plipa seems very silent and lonely, 
Nothing can exceed her kindness in the orders she hat^ 
given for my comfort. I am to ride or drive any horse 
I please, and the household is to obey all mycommandsi 
I imagine the servants do not like this at all. I anJ 
half afraid they accredit me with the delightful profesl 
sion of a spy ! jNIy friend the hcfxd gardener alone m 
content ; he is very fond of me because I love flower 
and understand someibiTig of them, as all artists al 
bound to do. So here I am alone, with the exceptiJ 
of this legion of servants who seem to me to do noihiM 
but eat, yawn, and dress. The place grows on me M 
all that, and were there only fewer rainy days, the^ 
would be little of which to complain. The grandeur M 
the yews and cedars, of the huge oaks and of the long 
avenues of lime-trees is always solemn, quieting, anS 
beautiful. When the day grows too dark to painlj 
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more, I go out in the^^rk; in the hom^ '^oode, as 
they are called* Some of the deer are growing to know 
mo» and one doe has become so friendly she comes to 
meet me. They say she is old; but she is a pretty 
creature with a silver collar round her throat, placed 
there by the last earl, whose pet she was. Her name 
is on it, Nerina — ^the name, you will remember, of my 
poor mother. It is like finding an old friend in this 
strange land. I hear this earl, whose name was Alured, 
oj^was much in Italy, and had what the people here call 


1 *^ -^rign tastes. I believe he was not at all a good man, 
I there are odd tales of him ; so, my ally the gardener- 
3hief tells me ; this garden||p||^ the way, has a 
rming house in the village ; keeps a pony carriage, 
1 has an income that would make a Venetian or 
rentinc gentleman rich ! This gossiping will only 
?rcst you as enabling you to figure to yourself my 
[y life here. 1 confess I miss the presence of miladi ; 
muld be strange to do otherwise ; but I am solitary 
bout being dull : I am never dull where I have my 
3y free and can go at will into the open air. It is 
3 the air here is not always inviting. 

‘ I am becoming afraid, I candidly cwn, of getting 
used to this life of luaso, I have always seen bare 
rs, bare walls where I bad not scrawled over them, 
simplest furniture, the simplest food, a dish of soup, 
id and fruit, a little flask of noatraU wine making 
my banquet ; but now — so soon does one learn bad 
its ! — now it seems quite natural to find my bath 
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filled for me, my clothes brushed and ready, my vasts 
all anticipated, a taUe spread tlmce a day for me alone, 
vitli egg^U china and Queen Anne plate,«nd all emts 
of dainties and French wines, while two powdered 
giants move aroimd me as noisdessly as if they were 
mice. It all seems so natural, and I am humiliated to 
feel that I shall miss it all when I go back to the old 
life of privation. And I used to think myself not so 
long ago a philosopher, a poet, content with the foodf 
of the spirit and scorning the comforts of the fiesb. U 
am half afraid that, like many other wiseacres, I onljl 
scorned what 1 w es, ig norant of! To be sure, in oui^ 
climate it is ea4fl||p be reconciled to a crust and 
handful of plums man it would be here, and a bare 
floor does not seem so amiss when it has our simbeaml 
shiniug down on it, and a trail of a wild vine strayin;; 
across it. Still— it is ill to lie in Capua when one 
knows that on the morrow one most go away to toil anj 
uncertainty and the hunger of hope deferred. Nij 
believe me it is not, as yon will suppose, regret foil 
woBxan that makes me feel that it will be a heavy tr j 
to learn this place. It is considerations much gross' 
much baser, much lower that weigh on me. I ai| 
neither so stoical nor so spiritual as I thought, but 
am, as ever, your devoted and graleful,’ i&c., &c. 
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The Ladg C^Korfetya^ Am-nbiff Saiep^ to ^mre 
Zeonia MenoOf Miltofh Emeatt Saiiica t-^ 

*OomiaeQt va U pexotoref Ecrirax-moi lei ct 
iosQez>moi de vos fiotMrelles.’ 


Leonia Renzo to the R. P. Fteario, ifec,, &e. 

* I have something to tell you, which excites and 
oppresses me, jet when you hear it you may think it is 
(lothing. I most premise this by saying that miladi, 
Ulien she left, gave me the keys library, and free 
rmission to look over, and cmpflPls I chose, all the 
brks on art, and all the old engravings and drawings, 
j which there are many. The family has not been a 
adious one as a rule, but it appears that the late Earl, 
Alured to whom haatnother succeeded, was a col- 
jfor, a dildtantef a viHuoao (the terms are not en- 
|ly synonymous), and almost all these collections that 
cem art were made by him. I demurred to having 
[keys of these caHnets left with me, but miladi so 
Ued, and seemed so bent upon giving me this mark 
Ler trust in my good faith, that I could not without 
rlishness refhse, though 1 would willingly have been 
lout so great a responsibility, and I believe Hr. 

J [idon, the magnificent major-domo, was eztiemdy 
['nded. However, I thought I could not reject so 
’.d a sign of confidence, and there is an amount of 
tgenial work to fie done in this room on tbo^ rainy ' 
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days of which there are so many* The drawings (reallj 
valuable old masters) are all in confusion both as tc 
dates and manners, the miniatures and medals arc 
similarly pell<-mell, and a fine collection of old proof- 
engravings, chiefly Italian, are in as much disorder a^ 
though they were mere cuttings from illustrated news- 
papers. I lock up the library when I am not at wort 
there, which makes the dignified Air. Landon regard 
me as his mortal foe. Now amongst all this chaos, oj 
which almost every component part has a distinct ar- 
tistic value, there are sketches by the late Rarl Aluredi 
who died some thirty years ago or more. They aif 
sketches of consiijjirable power and spirit ; 'f he hj 
not been a great gentleman, he might very likely ha| 
been a famous painter. Amongst these sketches, wlii^ 
are chiefly of figures and faces, there is one in xht 
crayon of a Homan girl, and this girl has tlie featu« 
that I so well remember as those of my mother. Thm 
is nothing written under it ; but in another portfolm 
found three other drawings, all of the same face, S , 
one a full-length figure bearing on her head a wm 
jar ; you will say this may be the merest coincidM 
and accident of resemblance, the national type;® 
more. It may be so. On the other hand, is it imB 
sible that this man was her lover ? Will you, my S 
friend, be so infinitely good as to write me word S 
details that you can remember or collect of her ? » 

the nationality of my father ever known ? Pray rqn 
to me fully and at once/ 
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Don EoceUlTio Ferrari$t FUmvMarappTOrSuhiaoo^ io 
Leonis Benzo, Milton JEmeat :•>- 

‘ I reply instantlyriny dear son, to yonr letter tvhich^ 
Ammara brings me from Sabiaco this aftanoon. But 
I know no more than I have already and repeatedly told 
you : that yonr mother was known all her life to the 
people of these hills ; that she was the daughter of 
Evaristo Renzo the buttero : that a foreigner was about 
here some weeks who was supposed to be an artist : 
piat Xerina went away with him and was absent 
for a year, in which year Benzo the btdtero was killed 
by a bull be was lassoing : that on her return she said 
no word of where she had been : inherited just enough 
to live on from Renzo the buttero^ and in a few months’ 
Lime gave birth to a son — ^yourself — ^whom I myself 
^ptised and registered under the names of Leonis 
oenzo. 1 gave you Leonis as the name to which my 
Atle chinch here is dedicated, and Renzo as that of 
.lir grandfather. Your mother lived till you were 
years old, and when she died she was only twenty- 
years of age. She never, in the confessional or 
xt of it, told me a syllable as to her history during the 
Par she had been absent, or as to the name, country, 
%: rank of the man who begot you. Though she was a 

I f ost lovely creature in person, and quite sane in many 
;ays, 1 never believed that she was quite in possession 
f her mental faculties after your birth. Some great 
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gcief vhiob abe bad bad, and the abock of bearing of 
bef fajiber’a death, vbiob was told her abruptly and 
tritk all its bonibie details by a ib^berd whom sbe 
met 031 bear «ay bore, bad, I tbink, unhinged her mind 
'Vitbout d^troytag it. However this might be, it was 
impossible to extract a word &om bet as to your paieu" 
tage. I hare always concluded that sbe was deserted 
in some capricious and sudden manner by her lover, 
who very possiUy loiight not even know that idie was 
gravida. It is not improbable that be was a noble. 


The few people here who remember him all say be was 
urd vero ngnore. But they would say J^t of any on* 
who spent a little money. This is all tlkt I know, my 
beloved son, who has been truly a son of the spirit to 
me. If I knew more, tmder the seal of the confessional. 
I would not hesitate to reveal it to you; but you! 
mother either never wholly trusted me, or loved h» 
seducer too well to speak of him. Sbe erred in tha|l 
but it is my belief, as I have stud, that her mind wS 
always clouded'after her return. She adored you, fM 
perhaps would have left some truth for you to hear, if A 
had lived till you were older, or if she had had any f«H 
boding of her early and sudden death from heart»di8ew 
It is strange that you should have found any pietB 
which is like her in that English house so far awaB 
But you will forgive me if I suggest, my beloved l^nn 
that the childish memory, even c£ a motiier’s fa<B 
cannot be entirely trusted ; and the purely fdasdc tyJj 
of face which she had, and which yon hkve, is by ny 
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Deans me in our oountry, eqteciDlly in Demote places 
rhere the blood h^s bemi Icept poi^ and un^ianged 
ince the days of JSnm.* 

— 


^ Lady Charlerya, Aeomhy^ Salop^ U Mf. Ltodtysj 
Rohm (ideympka ) : — 

‘TheD. of K. has arrived herewSo I go to the Adrian 
^ansittarts to-morrow. What good do you suppose can 
erne of this iutolaable annoyance ? Make him ander- 
j^d that no one can bully me into anything. I *1^11 
|ve a big party at Milton for pheasants. Come.' 

I ♦ 


B/r. HoUya, Bomai to Lady ChartetySi Aeomhy, 

B Scd<^ : — 

V All X shall see of pheasants will be quails : I reply 
w Jiibemico. Do you mean you aro going back next 
Kh ? I thoxight you never eo%Ud be at Milton in 
nn because it was so damp ? ' 


Lady Cliarterya, BedUaft Devon^ to Mr. Hollysy 
Borne:— ^ 

' It is damp in a damp autumn. This is a dry one. 
ball soon be home.* 



04 
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Mr. Hdtlys^ Roniet to Lady Chariery$i RedUtfff 
Devon : — 

‘ Pcrveraityj thy name is woman I ' 


The Lady Clmierya to Mr. JloUye 

* Not an original remark. Was it worth paying f 
post-card to say thcd ? Why I should not invite m; 
own friends, to my own house, to slay my own pheasan^ 
is, I confess, wholly beyond my own comprehensic 
Perhaps you will esplain a little ? ’ 


Mr. Jlollye, Rome, to Lady Chatierys, Lifford, 
JIarUe : — 

* In my trade we never explain. A discreet roij 
altout is all wc venture on ; I have given a hint, I 
no more.’ 


The Lady Charierye, Lifford, Hanis, to 
Mr. Mollys, Rome : — 

* Hints and innuendoes are first cousins. Neif 
are remarkable for courage ; and I confess I am nt|| 
disposed to be at the trouble to take their masks 
If you like to come to Milton, do : I shall be 
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haj»p 3 /';t 6 ‘^$ee you. If you don’t, stay; and cat youv 
quails lolled up in vinedeaves, and spare me moral 
saws and stale apophtbcgms, and inappropriate counsels 
that don’t dare sliow their faces.’ 


Mr. Uollye to lie Laily Cfuirleri/s, MontoUeu Albert 
near Winchester: — 

^ * You are unkind, and aa e you quite grateful ? The 

[fl>allrooin would never have Itcen painted if it hadn’t 
een for me. You would have liad a fournisseur anti 
tou loouhliCt have discovered a “ dry autumn.” By- 
|he-hye, the Sleteorological Kepoii stales the rainfall 
ii England this SoiJt ember to average 2*52 iuilies!’ 


u. ^eonis Itcnso, Milton Eriicsl^ to Don EcceUino 
{\^fcf77ww, Florlnellii-soj/ra-ISithiiioOi &c,, etc.: — 

She has returned, bringing a great number of gay 
^reat personages with her ; she is very sweet and 
glitful in her manner to me, but it seems to me as 
were millions of leagues farther off from her, since 
j. possibility which haunts me that I may bo the 
Jjpiird of her uncle : it overwhelms me with shame. 
j'itVe are coming here some English Princes, and the 
ifiiroom and all my outlined frescoes are being covered 
fi^vporarily witli primrose-hued satin, so that T am 
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driven from my kLonre ; and she has propos^ to xnt 
ihat I shall take her portrait, and send it to the Salon 
or the Academy next year. I cannot rehlse. So everj 
tnoming she gives me a sitting in the library, of which 
she allows me to make a temporary etodio ; she would 
not toko back the keys of it. I admit that it is t 
trying thing for me to do, with this suspicion upon me, 
which is indeed to my mind almost a certainty, that 
the Earl Alured, to whom she succeeded, >¥as the faitii- 
Icss lover of my mother. I have ventun'd to speak ol 
him to her, when we have been alone in tliese sittings, 
but she knows very little about him. She was not boro 
when he died suddenly, being thrown from his horse ' 
she has always been told he wtvs an eccentric, wayward. 


capricioits man: she said, with a little laugh, th»| 
capriciousness was in the blood of the family. TlJ 
Lady Caimwrat-h has returned with her; and alan 
conceives it her duty to be almost always present in n 
library during the tiraetliat 1 am painting this portr« 
they regard me as a wild beast, socking to devour M 
lamb with the golden fleece i Tlic portrait wilw 
beautiful and grand ; 1 have dealt with it in 9 
Venetian way: she wears a wonderful dress of dS 
gold brocade, with scarlet touches in it here and thM 
and hd^ a large fan, black and gold, and is just IcS 
ing over her shoulder with a little smile; her gB 
I^nsbnrg dog Berwick is beside her; he is giey, X 
tones down the intense mass of gold and scarlet. iB 
the face I there is the miracle and glory of it. Shel 
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much mare beautiful than I first .tbaugbt her, and her 
expression is changed; deepened and softened both. 
This week the sittings, are interrupted by the presence 
of the English Prince and PrincoM. The house is all 
sntlo $opra on account of them. Stupendous efforts 
are made for their eirterUiinment, and the English 
Prince, with seven other’ genUemen, slew fifteen' hun* 
dreJ pheasants in a day, which is considered admirable. 
I -am always glad to think that I never in my life slew 


I ing. I have seen many other better ways of proving 
address, if one needs to do so. There was a grand 
ast night, in the room that I am temporarily 
d out of : I keep away^from it all, of course. I 
proposed to her to go wliolly out of the house 
j the time, but she would not hear of it ; and the 
afternoon she showed the Prince and Princess 
I have done of her jjortrait, and sent for me and 
ited me to them Ixrth, and they said gracious 
s, which I am conscious were not overstrained, 
know my force in my own art. One of the gentle- 
)f the suite told me later that the Princess would 
land me to paint her portrait. I answered him, 
pa wrongly, that 1 was no portrait painter, 
li scolded mo very prettily, for being boio'ru aud 
L at the wrong moment. “When they are de- 
id with you, what is there to offend you even if 
are priuces?” So she remonstrated, and had 
1 in her remonstrance, and perhaps I was thank- 
I suppose it is these people who represent the 
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goddess Fortune nowadays. Tlie royal guests remained 
here but three days, during which, I am told, they were 
well pleased. They sent for me again before their 
departure, and again expressed themselves with much 
grace and kindness. The greater part of the other 
guests also went away; to-day and to-morrow she will 
eit to me again. 1 fear that the civility tow'ards me 
of the royal persons did not giatify my fomiidable 
enemy the Lady CairnwTath. But what does it all 
matter! Soon they will leave mo alone again. The 
long winter will pass, and the spring will probably lind 
the ballroom and the poitrait alike finished, and therJ 
I, too, shall go away, and she will not hoar, see,j| 
reineniber me any more. There is one thing 
ceitain: I will not lake her money fia* either of til 
works. Perhaps fume may come to me through hew 
and for that I shall be grateful. Yet I do not c» 
for fame of any kind; I care only for art. I shoB 
be glad to ha\e moderate wealth, #'noiigh to spend B 
life as I like, alter my own manner, and in tliC puB'-. 
of my own dreams. I must seem to prose to you intS 
ably, but it is a relief to me, for there is no one B 
in whom I can confide my thoughts. To miladi I B 
not ; to the others 1 could not ; and you liave beeiiB 
confessor since the hour of luy lir: t sin ! * . / 
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Lord Llaiulibd/iOf MUto}i Eraod^ Bevies^ to Uoiu IL 
llollijSi Britleh Embassy^ Rome : — 

‘Dear Hollys, — It was no use. She vjould come 
back, and she asked a whole tribe of people, and then 
to top it the P. and P. suddenly fixed their arrival for 
thfj end of the month, so there was no more to l)e said, 
and all my ingenuity in having succeeded in persuading 
Esmeo into these visits was bootless. She made the 
bain ter begin her portrait, and, whatever else she 
Y^eans, she’s getting plenty of good work out of him. 

me fellow is amazingly handsome ; he reminds me of 
i mu*b,)dy, but I can't remember of whom. Esuiee 
S|rtainly puts liim to the fore a good deal; she talked 
|J)out him so to the P. and P. that she made her point 
jf^d was allowed to present liim to them. But this 
all be done only to rile Tiibby. There is no 
Y ^ ing with a woman like Esmee what she’s really 
) ; she knows the world down to the ground, and if 
* I ^nakes a move she's a purpose in it ; but yet again 
a weathercock. The Italian adores her, that’s 
to be seen; when wo were last here, he’d the 
liand of her; now, she's the pull over him. I 
^^ftpose it’s only her fun, but it will be rough on the 
]ni>r devil. I don’t see what we can any of us do. 

isn’t a chicken. If you’d sent the diploma’d 
Vad decorated ass that you spoke of, there would have 
none of this bother. She nays she’s going to 
U 
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Catmes next montli, and has ordered the ** Glsttcus” to 
refit and get in Mediterranean tiim. She can hardly 
take the painter on board with her. The C. of O. 
informs me that you and I are responsiMe for all this 
scandal. You, I know, are ; but I don't see where I 
come in ; by the way, in case we're obliged to have 
more to do with tliis man, can't you leam really some* 
thing about him ? * 


Mr. lIMySt Mome, to Lord Llandudno, Milton 
' Ernest : — •''' 

‘Dear Llanny, — ^There is nothing to learn; ’l 
never concealed where ho came from ; he’s the natui^j 
son of a woman of Foutanella, and his grandfather w^^_ 
n buttero — that is, please your ignorance,”a wild-catti^ J 
kcepej. The priest of Fontauella — ^who has a kist^^i 
too, for he is a noble and took the vow of povert;*;^^^ ■ 
entered the Church iu consequeneo of the tragic • J 
of a mistress — loves him, but has nothing to 
him : as to that all the folk of Florinella are an, fl 
The priest educated liim and mniutained him . j ■ 
wards at the University of Home, where he took j 
honours. He then studied art (living very misera 1 
1 suspect) in Paris and Munich, and then spent , 1 
life between his studio (a garret) in Home and 1 
priest’s little house up in the hills at Florinella, wK | 
he painted those frescoes in the little church which 1 
to my most unfortunate acquaintance with him. 
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is all that is to bd knomt. He is qov thirty-tluce 
years of age. You -will see it is aU quite creditable, 
more creditable perhaps than years ise nnae ; but, as 
society is oo&siitated, Esm^ must ao more look at him 
than if he wrere a forger or a haagmaiu I suppose ve 
are all humbugs, but teUe est la vHt. If you are at 
your (very ckrver) wits’ ends on the spot, what am I a 
thousand miles off? What 1 should most fear would 
be an irreparable breach between Esm4e and the C. 
sf 0., and the adoption as chaperon of some ftisky 
patron like her friend Mrs. Alsager, who will let her 
just as she likes and get compromised in a hideous 
[lion. My chief hope lies in Kenzo himself j I think 
a man of honour. I think if he sees mischief 
^ he will go away out of it.’ 


LlandudnOj MUton Ernest^ to Hon. H. 
HoUys, Home : — 

iH ni have never lielieved in Joseph ; especially would 
<ul»h be sm impossibility when a beautiful young* 
lujl&n offered herself en tout bieii tout honneur. 
id/j’t be alarmed ; sbe’s not at that point yet, perhaps 
i*cr will be. As yet she is only having her portrait 
^en, and I lict it will beat “ l.a l)clla di Tisiano.” 
ine C. of 0. presides at the sittings, looking like Duty 
p a rock staring at Danger, or something of that sort. 

Alsagor is going on flic “ Olaucus,” and that may 
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mean any amount of mischief* Vic. was at my hotise 
the other day, looking %^ery blue, poor boy* He won’t 
take his punishing without whimpering. How could 
*hat marriage miss fire? You and I should have had 
nothing to do except to sign our names to the most 
perfect settfements the world ever saw. To think, too, 
how the properties dovetail into one another! It is 
flouting Providence, but she has done the same thing 
twenty times a year ever since she left her school- 
room.’ 


Mr* Ilollysy Rome, to Lord Llamliuhxoy MUion 


Eraent {telegraphs):- 


t w' 


‘Do you mean to say you thiak the affair 

serious?^ ' 

— iisti 

Lord Llitaditdtio to Mr* Uollys ‘ ^4 

io*]| 

‘It looks like it. Slie put me off the scenfi f 
time, but now I begin to think the C. of 0. not | ^ 
gether so wrong. However, it may be all caprice, i i 
is, after all, only having lier portrait taken ; wliy ^hf^^ 
we interfere ? I tried to say something tliis 
and she looked me in ilie face with tlie coolest 
smile and just said: “It is so much nicer ilian’ 
photograj)!! tliat people can sell whetlier one lets the]| 
or not.” Just as if she couldn’t have Carolus Duran 
Ikiudry to take her portrait ! Just us if she hadn^ 
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beea paiuted half a score of times before uow ! I do 
believe he has a great influence over her ; she has left 
olf using the kolb to her eyes ; she wears her hair in 
loose soft masses instead of crimping and frizzing her 
fringe ; she has taken to quite simple sorts of gowns 
with old-fashioned gold girdles and gypsires as her only 
ornament. ‘“I suppose that^s {Esthetic?” I said to 
Hermione, and Hermie regarded me with scorn : “ How 
can you be so silly ? It's Renzo. She sent some of his 


^sketches over to Worth with orders. EsmSe never did 
Vare a bit about the {esthetes, but she likes to please 
I \m, don’t you know?” I did know, and I groaned, 
\ i I know the man ought to go away, but on my life 
^ on’t see why he sliouhl throw it all up merely to 
V he is honestly in love with ner ; he 

1 le only person in the house perhaps who does not 
j? py it, but be is so. As she is perfectly charming and 
I j ^^intingly considerate towards him, why should he 
\\ 'his back on all that ? ^ 

h,.' _ ' 


div!^ Jlfr. Ilollys to Lord Llandudno : — 

know as well as I do that men who are poor 
inr7irn their backs on all that when they are gentle- 
h., and I think he is a gentleman ; but I grant the 
-btf ptation is terrible if he really can see he has any 
' h|?aence over her. I confess the whole thing seems 
li^iiincredible to me that it is like a nightmare. What 
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does eliei Saeaa to do ? She never can tnenn to many 
hiiQ.' He hasn’t a eoldot and not even a name I ’ 


Lord Llandudno to Mr. Hollyst — 

‘ I certainly don't dare hint to her that she doss, 
hut I think her quite capable of it. She would love to 
do it if only for the pleasure of binving the 0 . of O. and 
•luarrelling with all the rest of us. She is her own 
mistress, you kn<7w. No hope of the Lord Chancello' 
Aw'C. Frankly I want to lie out of it, so I’m going fg 
shoot bears and steinbock with Hohenlohe in Styria. ji 
think if she’s left quite alone shell sec the folly of /jl 
thing. The sense of opposition keeps her obstina^M. 
not, mind you, that there’s anything definite 
They’re only still at this eternal portrait. The ' “ 
trait will bo grand 5 he handles the d^d gold and 
scarlet with amazing skill; you certainly knew^ 
you were about and picked out a man who could ^ 
Hermione and Jack Ilcrliert have come to 
they’ll be married some time after Christmas, 
body quite pleased .ill round. “ That would spoil 
ms,” said Esmee the other daj'. I declare I 
belierod her. 6 he likes a chopping sea *and a 

wind when she’s out. If she do lose her head al 

« 

the Bomaa it will only be out of ‘‘contrariness.’” 
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! \eom9 Jt&nzOf Milim Ernest, to Don, Sop^i^ 

I Ferraris, FloAnMor^tpra^Subum 

'‘Dearest Friend and Eeverend Father , — Itou are 
^ right ; the suspicion ivhich has come into my 
ri concerning the Earl Alored poisons the peace and 
[ pure I had found in my pursuits here. It may be 
j Vether fanciful and unfounded, but the mere shadow 
' I is enough to darken my path; especially when I 

;n her presence the thought is o|i(pmssive and of an 
it ^^t unbearable humiliation. If 1 could speak of 
H |I could ask her pc. mission, to seek through any 
* Js he may have left for more evidence, more con- 
. ition, but this it is impossible to do ; I could never 
I g my lips to frame a bint of it. After all, too, I 
, 'Id most likely see nothing more. The mere pas- 
C of an ^glish nohloman with on Italian girl 
I y leave no imprc.ssion on the life and memory of 
I j man as be, even if he loved her, as the name on 
im’s collar wo\ild suggest. These great gentlemou 
/ so many of ilu'se poor butterflies upon the wheel 
^ Rummer's day. • 

.^The portrait grows ; they say it is like the style of 
.^linel, which incenses me ; Cabanel is a great master, 
, /l hope I am not borrowing from him or any, one ; 
^int what I see as I feel it, and if I have any masler 
/all, I go farther back than Cabanel, and straightway 
^he Venice of the Cinque Cento. Miladi is all that 
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U sweetest and most kind ; nay, she is too gool to me) 
it offends all her own people, that I can see. When tlj 
portrait is done she will go away at once on a vessel / 
her own southward, and the long, cold, blank Engl- 
winter faces me; well, if only there will be lij 
enough I shall occupy myself. I rise at daybreak to 
on with the Theocritian frescoes; I cannot bear her/-? 
suppose tliat I purposely delay my work for sake ofei 
rase of my life here. If the weather serve I mtjaran^ 
finish them by next Easter. She docs not, I bel owi 
return until then^as she goes from tlie Riviera stra^llo 
to her house in London, witliout corning here afterg ,1^ 
winter in the Soutli. She usiked me a little abru. }j 
this morning if I would not like to go to Rome fof [I 
winter ; she said I was not to think for a moment 
I was bound to fini&h the ballroom until it was q 
eonvenient to me ; if my habits or my health need'j 
warmer air in wintf'r — ^tben she stoppe^and looke(| 
me and I did not altogether understand her, but 1 1 
my face grow hot, for I knew that I had no mono 
return to Rome ; I spent all I liad in coming b€»T|| 
in the purchase of the colours ; and certainly I 
die sooner than tell her that. When I hear all 
people talk of going here, going there, of flying'^ 
way and that, like so many happy birds, I undersi ' 
that to be poor is to be a bird without wings, like I}] 
poor hopeless, ugly apteryx wliich is the laughi'^ 
stock of naturalists and the cruel jest of nature. 


Kl 
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The lord who is a sort of tutore came to mo just 
when I was alone and commenced conversation* 
^esjjot speak French very well, but I could fairly 
stayi^fjim. He said some hard things of miladi. 
clmtry hinting to me that she was coquette ef, 
I said to him that I did not tJiink 
thejrned me; and that it was not forme, who 
irt l^aany benefits from her, to listen to blame of 
mvt'^ confused him a little. He got up, said 
Eh bien^ jn oncii lave les mains ! and then 
(^hat he was himself going away^into Styria. He 
I to wish me to give him some assiirauoe, but I 
p see that any was iK^edeJ. * They seem to attach 
;more iinportanoe to me than I can possibly 
\ Is slie a co(piotte ? I do nut think so. And 
j)}e, uluit is that to me? I am only a man who 
^ her portrait and her ballroom. And I may be 
thing she would tliink yet lowtT than the sweeper 

dears her terrace of its leaves I 

• • • • • • 

Ihis morning whilst it w'as still very early slic 
yl the ballroom when I was beginning my work. 
Jas risen early the last week or two ; I have seen 
Jad once or twice met her in the gardens soon 
, sunrise. ‘‘Why do you work so hard?’' slic 
i me when she ha<i looked at what 1 was doing, 
jy are you in such haste to have finished the 
?? Are you tired of England, of Milton?” I 
her that I thought common honesty needed that 
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tbe work skould be done with as little waste of’Six 
it could. ‘‘And whoa it is done,” she said in 
abrupt fashion that yet is graeefid too, “ will y*" 
away and have no regret for us ? ” I felt jj, 
pale, for I knew that I should suffer, — tr 
■answered her that if in the end she considert.j^ 
well done I should have no regrets ; none jp ^ 
have only great gratitude. “ Gratitude 1 ” 
peated the word with some anger. She h>yn 
beautiful. She had a white woollen gown ip, J 
black fur all round it, and she had a qiuintiti ^ 
autumn roses in her hand. “ It is wo who ^ 
gratitude,” she said warmly. “ It is I who oB 
gratitude ; you give my house beautiful fanciS 
images, and you have made me think, you haveK 
me feel ; you have made me conscious of the cmM 
and the egotism of my life.” I said nothing-1 
could I say — to her ? “I think you are far too pi 
she said after a little pause, and yet you have m 
too much humility. Do you mean to say you wjl 
to remain here all alone all the cold, dreary, B 
winter? You will be miserable. You ha\e iB 
how cold it is, how unutterably dull 1 ” 1 toldB 
did not think that it would be colder than my B 
garret had been in Paris or was even in Rome, I 
the traraontana blew ; and I said that I should in 
miserable, because her memory — and her portrl 
would remain with me. Perhaps it was wrong to 
even so much. But it did not o^end her. She sm 
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and me one of }ier xo^ and ordered me to com 
to breakfiist with her. I Imitated Terj uraob, but, she 
insisted ao that I eoutd not refuse. I-breakfssted ‘alUt 
her and % little Lady Hermioa^ befMs nay one eke 
staying in the house -was up, and ms Ihibg^ -hnd 
chattered and were '{neriy and happy, add the smrdl of ■ 
the sweet wet grass and the late roses came through 
llie windows which we could leave open a little, for it 
is here what we call St. Martin’s summer. Well, it is 
much to have these licautiful hours to remember, even 
if afterwards one goes out into endless hunger and, 
<IarknpSB for evermore ! 

‘ Jiut, looking back on it all, here, as I write alone, 
the thought comes to me winch seems in itself almost 
. madness. Is it possible tliat she would — that slie 
does— love me? '\Miat must I do? Counsel me.’ 

I I 


^ Bon JEccellino Ferrarls, Flm'lnella-Bopva^SiihutcOy 
j io J/e07iis RenzOy Milton Ernest^ &c.y <£u : — 

**iere ly beloved Son, — It is not for^me to counael yon 
diviue pitjf a distance from you as I Jm, and Laving so 
iiic, too, altogether almndoned the great world. But 
imposifsibl^aturc is noble, your pride is great, greater per- 
U far/ren4)ecauFe some would deny -your right to itj act 
hetwjien as both these bid you. That this lady is 
Lowi she towards you I can well believe, that you care for 

f i b^ore than you know I have long felt ; but I confess 
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1 see nothing but suffering in store for you through this 
passion. If you wish to leave the place and the count rj, 
command me ; you know my purse, meagre as it is, is 
always open to yon, and here you may find, as I have 
done, peace at least of conscience, if pains of memory 
pursue you even to thc.s‘e heights,’ * 


Letmis Jiento io Don Frcellino FciTnris^ <Cc\, (fv*. ; — 

‘ You are, as ever, good k^voiid my merits. If 
leave here, I will stay on and eomplclc the work. Tf 
she remain, you are right — I must go. IViee will 
be no more mine wherever my stej^s may turn/ 


TliC Countess of Charicrys tv Mr. Thomas^ Yncht 
‘ GlauctiSy Voices Harbour : — 

‘Take her rouijid to MarseiUts and tluro u:it 
telegram from me.’ 


Leonis Menzo, Milton Fnust^ io Don 
FermriSj FlonneUa-sopra-Sahtavoj dC'c’., d'c. ;y iJersl 

‘ She is gone. 1 suppose some pressure was 
to hear on lier, or perhaps she wislicd to esenpe 
pos*ition that became an embarrassment. I do 
know ; I think she has some love for me; but I i 


>rtn 
to 
sm> 
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always the voice of that old lord sayiog, cst 

coqvMte et jln6 mouch^ Yet I wrong her ; I am base 
to w^mt more than she has given me — the utmost 
sweetness and delicacy and consideration to the last ; 
so much more than I should have been wafRranted.in 
expecting 1 The evening before she left she came to 
tnke farewell of me when I was at work on her portrait, 
which is all Imt finished ; a few touches to the drapery 
and (o the dog alone are needed. She said to mo, “ If 
it be very cold indeed you liad bctler go to Rongie, or 
will you come out to us at Cannes and make another 
jfieture of me amongst the palms?” Her voice was 
very low and kind. It cost mo very much to look at 
her calmly and say as I* did say simply, No. I think 
.'‘lie understood tliat jt was no discourtesy. .She said 
notliing else. She gave me her hand. There were 
(ears in her beautiful eyes, lline were dim. You 
were right. There is pain, great pain, for l>otb of us, 
but her^ will soon pass, rich, happy, adored, surrounded, 
amused; with a thousand distractions as she is and will 
)»e ; bujL mine — ^ No doubt what she feels for me 


is interest, mere compassion, rather than the 

divine pity of Dcsclemona; perhaps she has reject for 
iue, tpo, because I have never flattered her. Hut it is 
impossible that she seriously loves me. If she did, she 
is far/ removed from me as thoufjh mountains were 
lictw^en us. If I could accept her were sh^ to offer it, 


' bowj she would despise me then and for ever ! 

f I have my fn*st taste of an English winter to-day. 
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It is Hfcterlj eeld, and nius, and haile, and snows. It 
is impossiUa to paint. I continue toy trot^ in tlf^ 
litoury; 1 liave seen many cases and drawais of 
drawings, maausoripts, and ^ig^ytngs, to aacamine 
and amo§B, It is a noble room, and the great fire lit 
at either end fills it fall of mellow o(donr. I Oould be 
quite happy here if— if — ^if I I have sent to my fideod 
Vico in Some to dispose of the pictures there are in 
my studio if he can, even if he get but twenty fianos 
a piece, and send dne the money ; I can leave here if 
she return, as it is her choice to do sometimes at a 
day’s notice. She wrote me a most kind and pretty 
note this moming. It cost me much to answer with u 
few formal lines, but she would despise me if I let 
myself do, more. She has reach^ Cannes a fortnight 
ago. She describes her villa with its orange woods 
and gardens and its walls of many-coloured marble, 
and ibe little harbour all to itself, with such deep water 
that her yacht can anchor there. She asks mu to go 
out and see it, and paint it all; she puts aside my 
refusal as if it had never been uttere(j|^ Do you think 
she would be so cruel as to play with me so far ? Yet 
I am a fool and thankless. Ifu doubt she only\meaus 
it in innocent kindness and never dreams that l!\ shall 
distort it so.* / 



; if 

' 

Mr, MaU^, viHia CHori^, <7a^neil» to Lord 
JUandadn^i St, ^oww»,\ Mtrion^ . 

* Dear XJwo&y, — 1 luwe run over here for^Wo days 
to Bee the object of our mutual auxietj. Vie. ia near ' 
too by my advice : he’s got his old tub in the YSle- 
franche bay ; 1 think she is looking worried ; she says 
very little to ‘me. I asked her about Benzo^ and Bhe 
said very ooolly that he was in England at worit on 
the frescoes, and hang me if I could muster up che^ 
enough to say any more. She has a way of looking at 
you that shuts you up at once. > I pleaded yie.’8 cause ; 
but I suppose very badly, for she only looked bored, 
and said it was a pity to bring boys out anywhere near 
that horrid Monte Carlo. She had been there herself 
and couldn’t see why i>eople cared to go, bnt tb^ did, 
and Idjad fer better send Vic. liome. I objected that 
an English Duke aged four-and-twenty, who was in the 
Life Guards, was not to be treated like a child in the 
nursery.! 6be looked more bored, and asked me the 
name of a hoirid cactus that looks like a tennis racquet 
covered with hristles. I don’t know its name ; t don’t 
know why such a creatture should have a name at aU. 

1 am out of temper. 1 candidly confess it. I am very 
fond of EsmSe, and I don’t like being treated as if I 
were somebody seen at the gaming tables or the railway 
station for the first time to-day. I don’t like Mrs. 
Alsager either, who is staying with her and does her 
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no good* When I tried to get something out of 
Mrs* A. as to Benzo, the woman only laughed and said 
she thought he was Qoming here ! The C- of 0* is in 
l)ed with a chill. She send^xne little pencil notes 
three or Your times a day — ^agonising, frigid, terrible 
little effusions. She evidently considers I could marry 
Esm^e to Vic. out of hand if I did my duty. She lias 
fever from the sun, rheumatism from the mistral, smells 
typhus in the rosebuds beneatli her windows, and 
cholera in the mignonette ; is invisible, impotent, and 
still terrible, restricts her diet to Liebig and her re- 
ceptions to the Englisli clergyman ; if Renzo come to 
tJannes, she will, she declares to me, be carried out of 
her bed in a chaise a poHcAirs to die. On the whole 
the atmosphere is depressing despite a buoyant baro- 
meter, a gay thermometer, and a sea and a sun fc*r 
ever smiling. I don’t see what I can do. As 1 said 
before, if Esmee mean it she'll do it, and my only hope 
is in the man himself ; I don’t l>elieve he will come to 
Cannes, and I do believe he is too great an artist to be 
a blackguard. I go back to Rome to-night and am 
thankful. I feel like a fool when I look at Esmee 
and tell myself that I don't dare to ask her a point- 
blank question. Rut you didn’t dare either ! Sincerely 
yours, H. H. 

* P.S. Vic. lost a hundred thousand francs yeisterday 
over there, and he would go back this morning first 
train. I^elah Be is at the Hotel de Paris, and 1 am 
very greatly afraid she’ll get hold of him/ 
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Leoni$ Rmso^ Mi^on Smeki to hm EccMwm 
E erraria, FiorinMorSopra-StiMaco : — 

* You were wiser than I, dear old friend. I see in 
an EogUsh journal which 1 can just spell out that the 
young Duke is at Cannes also. Will she end in dding 
what all her friends wish? It most take so much 
courage, so much constancy, in a woman to resist the 
pressure of her world ; and she is courageous but not 
constant. At least I should say so. 1 may do her in- 
justice ; I did her much in the first day 1 knew her. 
The days go by drearil)', and jire very cold and dark 1 
I am glad when the night comes, and the lamps are 
lit, and the big dog and 1 are alone after dinner in this 
library which has become almost a home to me. The 
head-keeper asked me yesterday if 1 would not go out 
shooting. I could see that no words could have mea- 
sured the might of his scorn when be had heard that 
nothing would induce me to kill any bird or beast that 
lives. The entire household thinks me a harmless 
lunab'c, but they Iwgin to like me. 

‘ I work sedulously at the fresco when the light per- 
mits ; I ride sometimes ; I read a good deal. There are 
thousands of Latin and of French books, and some few 
Italian ones. Her portrait stands on a large easel at 
tlR north end of tho library. Both the dog Berwick 
and I look at it, and regret, — in our divers ways. I am 
sure that he knows it is hers. 
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* Ijb was Natala 7e9ter<Ia7 : a great deal was given 
away in lier sama- iiy the stewards ta.all the poor for 
many mileB arotmd> hut the p^la looked to me sullen. 
Perhaps they feel that she does noteaie a straw about 
them or know A from B amongst them. It is a pity. 
She might m eadly make herself bdoved. ' 

‘ At the end of my solitary dinner they hcoogbt me 
the national padding, a gorgeous, indigestible jgbbe ; I 
thought it very nasty ; Berwick approved and ate it. 
To^y there is a violent snowstorm. The wbede country 
is. white, the yews look very grand against the snow. I 
have been out and seen the deer fed : Nerina nibbled at 
her tarnips from my band. It is intensely cold. 1 pity 
the peasantry. The stewards give away a, great deal of 
coal and clothing. 

‘ She has sent me another little letter ; she says she 
is sitting amongst geraniums in full flower on the edge 
of a marble wall overlooking a blue sea with the ther- 
mometer at 20" B^umur in the sun. She. asks me if 1 
sometimes do not envy that ? I envy the flowers that 
aijo near her — yes — but I answer her, merely, and that 
is the truth t^, that 1 am growing enamoured of these 
keen windsj this white landscape, these sombre woods, 
these dusky oak-panelled chambers with their, warm 
fires and their painted oriels. Perhaps I grow tip fond 
of them because 1 know that in a little while ji[ shall 
leave them for ever, and my place will know lAe no 
more. ! 
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*I bave made a diseqverjf vlikih ovenrbdms me so 
tliat I eafi Mafroc^j aed t}juB jpi^ier oa wlii^ I mite to 
you. I hem <dtaeoT«nMl ^boomentia tMi me 
b^eve t was iba laa^matie ioo of ; at 

least eo it seoBm tio mej beyond any |W'4i|||llji,ty of eitor. 
This ia found t^m. me if I be inoo- 

h^wpt. 'arranging the drawings, etdiings, 1 
bad thtti permission of miladi to open ail dravei^ 
cabinets, and cases ; she gave me an old and very im- 
perfect mannscript catalogue to help me. In one comer 
of tlie lilnaty tbere is a secretaire of ihie Louis XV. 
work. It was full of old letters, old cards, old fetches ; 
I did not like to touch these, Hhough she bad expressly 
told me to look anywhere I chose. As X was ahont to 
cloE» the doors of the bureau 1 suppose 1 must have 
accidentally touched some unseen spring, for a panel 
turned and a secret drawer shot out : in the drawar was 
a packet of letters, a curl of dark hair, and a folded 
paper. I lifted the paper to re-shut the little drawer 
and then saw that it was a record of their marriage in 
the church of S. Hdena in Borne. I copy it below ; 
you see there is no reasonable doubt of i# 1 will write 
you more to-morrow. 1 feel stunned and Uie room goes 
round witb me. If I am not tbe sport of a delirious 
dream — ob God, ifmy mother were living I 

i 

• ' « • • • « . 

* My letter was too late for tbe post last night. I 
add all I know. I send you copies of the letters that 
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were tied up with mj mother’s hair. They are her 
letters — cara anima ! — Italian, ill-writ, ov^-foud ; tell- 
ing 80 little and yet saying all. 1 see the whole story 
in these piteous letters. He married her privately, and 
was asliamed %{ her, and she was left in oliscurity and 
he went into the world, and then came jealousy and 
misunderstanding and rage and doubt on her side, and 
anger and indifference on his; and there must have 
been some lago near to suggest to her the doubt that 
her marriage had been only a farce, and so she ran away 
blindly, madly, to her own old home and found her 
father dead. There are only her letters. There is nothing 
to tell us what Lord Oharterys thouglit or did. I 
imagine he was a heartless man who found his liberty 
welcome and did not seek her and so never knew of me. 
I dai'e say he was ashamed of his folly in wedding a 
peasant girl from tluj Sahine hills. One cannot tell. 
That is all a blank. ISnt the records of the marriage 
are clear. The date is thirty-four years ago. 1 am his 
lawful son. I am her cousin. 


‘ Two days have pasi^ed since I wrote yon. I am 
somewhat calmer. A deep gladness has succc^^ded the 
madness of my first amazement. Ifhe shadow is gone 
off my life. 1 am any man’s equal now. I do not know 
wheeler these things would content the law; theyjcon- 
me 1 How strange the hand of fate that le^^i me 
here ! My poor mother ! how plainly on© sees her story 
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in tlioae letters I The passion, and pain, and jealousy, 
and doubt, and all the pitiful weakness and ignorance 
are so sacred to me. They did not touch him, I suppose 
they only irritated him. Some men are made so. When 
they are thus, women only break their hearts on them 
like frail ships on a rock. He must have been crael to 
her. I cannot forgive him. But wbat I think of more 
than of -her or of him, heaven pardon me, is Esm^; 1 
may call her so now. I shall stand in her place ; she 
will hate me. After being the recipient of her goodness 
and her trustfulness, 1 shall despoil her of her kingdom 
if ever I make this known. It is I who am Lord Char* 
terys ! She will hate mie. . . • . I have been out in the 
great dusky woods. It is very cold and tlie wind is high, 
hut it did me good ; it cooled the fever in me. I feel 
as if I had done her some treasonable wrong. This is 
childisli, I know, hut I cannot help myself. If she had 
not trusted me with these library keys I should never 
have known my own rights. 


* Tt>-(lay my friend iu Rome sent me word no one 
would buy the sketches, hut he sold a little marble that 
] had, which is said to be of Mino di Fiesole, for thirty 
napoleons, which he sends me. I will go tip to London 
and get the address of a great lawyer from our consul 
there, and take the lawyer’s opinion on the facts. I 
shall give him no names, so there will be nothing 
risked. I have spoken of the Earl Alured wi(!6 the 
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]aD(l-9teiirard5 who know him wdh He desorihes hhn 
as a moooetaat, end mutahle mas. He was 

throanst h;f his htnae shfing sear these', ytxj gates and 
died instantly on the road. Ferli»|» bad ho lived he 
might have sought my mother out is. alter y^ears. I 
will try fh think so. 

• • • • • f 

*I have been to London and seen a famous man of 
law. I showed him copies of all the documents without 
any names to them, and, after careful examination, he 
gave it as his opinion that the marriage was quite legal 
(as a merely religions mai'riage was so at that period in 
Italy, and this Earl of our own religion, as the 
whole race was in old days), and that the proofs weresuffi- 
cieut to give the son, by such a marriage, title to inherit, 
provided the son was distinctly proved to have boen bora 
at the date I described. That, we know, is easily done. 
The lawyer said there would bo, no doubt, Ibng litiga- 
tion : the other side would contest ; marriages in Italy 
before the Independ^moe were irregular, and often secret, 
and so subject to suspicion ; the case would go up to 
the Hottse of Lords ; It would be long, but there could 
be DO doubt, be thought, of the ultimate result if the 
facts and the papers were as 1 stated to him. I thanked 
him and came back here. 

<When the great gates were thrown <^)en in the 
twilight 1 felt that I came home. It was very odd to 
knourthat I was the owner, the master here ; an English 
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ead—I I Tbeo as I sat liefore tbf ]beacjJi with her 
dog*$. haad m xajf kimt other ihoughta cMtte over me. 
The kivjier had M«) tha o0iar md» waald oonitui. The 
cold sentttiee h^ gone to my heart like, a ks^ i^e 
aad I should enemies] Tliere would he nothing $ar 
either of us to be ashamed of in the Acts ibsStwould be 
made public, yet it woidd be hateful, we should befoes. 
The lawyer, indedd, suggested that perhaps the priest 
owner of the property and name miglrt yield without 
law if cmkvineed of the justice and veracity of the claim. 
Yes: she would yield at once, my beautiful proud 
cousin I She would go out of my house, and leave me 
master here, and never see my.face again I What should 
1 have profited ? — ^and there is a meanness and a treason 
about it, too; but for her condescension tu me, hex 
trust in me, 1 could never have known this. I could 
never even have guessed that my poor mother had 
wronged herself by her hasty flight and unhappy bus* 
picious, smd that 1 had been born in wedlock. It seems 
treacher^s, unworthy, to :ise the results to dispossess 
her of jm heritage. This is what torments me ; I can 
see no )way by which I can come by my own without 
injury and pain to her. 

( There is more still to remember : as I say, when 
once she knows that I am tlie Earl Alured’s legitimate 
heir she will wait for no deeision of the court ; she will 
scorn to defend herself by any legal quibble or flaw that 
may' present itself ; she will give up everything and — 
hate' me for ever. Or, even if she be so generous an not 
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to hate mid "lik m usurper, she could uever, she would 
never, for^ve the man' who toolc advantage of a search 
wMch she permitted to him, of a sojourn to which she 
invited him, and whilst he stayed beneath her roof used 
bis leisure to undermine her claims — claims that the 
law and (Rle world have allowed her all her life. Even 
if she believed all these papers to be genuine (and she 
might even not believe that), she would despise the 
person who brought them forward against her. This is 
my torture, my perplexity. So well I love her that to 
be recognised as the Earl of Charterys by all England 
will avail me nothing if I lose her Smiles. Though my 
honour be cleared, and my pride is now a permissible 
thing, I am more miserable than I was before I opened 
that secretaire. I see no way by which I can make 
good my title and yet retain her favour. If I show her 
these papers I must seem her foe for ever ; I may oven 
seem a traitor too! I would sooner remain Leonis 
llenzo whom she respects and whom — perhaps — she 
loves. Counsel me, dear and re\erend friend.’ 


The Don EcceUino Ferraris, FlonnellorSoprarSubiaco, 
to Leonis Renzo, Milton Ernest : — ‘ 

* I dare not advise you, my 'son, in a matter of such 
lifelong moment. Your whole future bangs on ^p^our 
decision. I see the difficulty that fronts you. Vou love 
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jour cousin better than name, or plaoe» ot power, I do 
not saj that you are wrong* You hesitate to alienate 
lier from you by an effort to secure the recognition of 
your just rights ; I understand your hesitation ; even if 
it did not make her your enemy, it would be at least a 
barrier (insurmountable to a proud woman) t& any con- 
fession on her part of affection. She would never submit 
to the appearance in your eyes and the world that such 
a confession at such a time would present. On the other 
hand, your cousin may not be worthy such high devo- 
tion, such extraordinary sacrifice. You will remember 
that when you saw her first she seemed to you insolent, 
capricious, artificial, a mere cycature of the world and of 
its follies. Are you sure that your colder estimate was 
not the juster ? The fascination she now has for you 
may blind you to the truth. If this be so, you may lose 
a career of happiness and usefulness, a life of peace and 
dignity, the possession of a noble name, for a woman 
too idle and shallow to appreciate such a sacrifice if she 
knew of it ; and she will never know of it or suspect it. 
All your suffering, all your loss, will be borne mutely 
and be unrecognised. I do not dare to sway your 
decision either way. All I say is, think long, and do 
nothing on impulse. There is no need of haste. You 
are expected to remain where you are until your work 
is finished. It will be time to decide when she returns. 
The generosity you contemplate is almost superlmnoan, 
but I believe you are capable of it and would not even 
regret it if you knew her worthy it. If 1—— you will 
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bave badl^ b'^V letter ijx irhich X sttstrered the mar*, 
vellouB iDtelligeoee 70a gave me ; alaB ! that year ^or 
mother had sot courage munigh to ehnSde Uie troth to 
me I My poor Looala! when I iMak your many 
yeaxB of privation and unreocigiu^ geitiua, my hew:t 
bleeds for' you ! I pray heaven that these thlidgs of 
great joy come not too late.’ 


Leonia HertsOf Milton Ernest^ to Don EceeMno 
Ferraria, FloHndla-atjip^Svljiaoo, 

*The days are gloomy and seem very long. I feel 
in a strange confusion and agitation ; your kind calm 
letter does not lessen my trouble) for you put so clearly 
before me the truth that either way I must repine.” 
If I claim my inheritance she is curdy lost to me for 
evermore ; and if I bury tlie secret in my own heart) 
how can I ever approach her ? — I, who diall still seem 
to every one a mere adventurer, a mere beggar, and 
who would be scorned even by heiaelf if I so far forgot 
the dignity of poverty ns to say a syllable of snpplica- 
tion to one so for removed from me. Either way it 
seems there is nc cb.'Uicc for me to be able to approach 
her with any hope of becoming m<ue to her than 1 am 
now. You say truly there is no ba^ I have locked 
thb papers up in a little iron box, and, unless I choose, 
no eyes, save mine and yours, will ever look on them. 
Docs it seem to you so very quixotio thnt I can think 
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of tbe of going on all jay liilf^long.Wih this 

seocet uaioidt iMa great birtiiright oaclaioied? Bo 
you Bot knovr I anything to see her eyes smile 

at me? the sBiSiii vould eeoae. th^ if she 
ksew it-~merert BeVer more. It smbu \stiMge ' as 1 
move about hme to realise that it is all mine; aotuaUy 
mine!— when I have never had anything of my. own 
except a box of coloms and a hired garret with a cast 
or a bust here and there. 

‘ I sit doing nothing all the long evenings* witb the 
dog at my fbet, and it seems to me that I oan never 
take it all, since for me to take it she must lose it. 
And she was so thoughtful of me, so considerate, so 
delicate, so kind — sluill I repay her by robbing her? I 
work on when the light lets me at the frescoes ; these 
at least I wish to do me honour. The other day I 
laughed outright when the major-domo spoke with 
some little insolence about them; it seemed so ridi- 
culous. If ho had only guessed who I was, how he 
would have cringed and kias^ the dust 1 To think I 
have the right to sweep all this valatailla out of the 
house! But it is not the power or the possemion of 
t his birthright of mine that makes the tempiatim ; it 
is the leisure, it is the repose, it is the aHli^ to pass idl 
my life in the pursuit of the ideal, to surround myself 
with all that is beautiful and t^iritual — but then, without 
her, even with all that my life woiild he only a “borne 
without music,” a ruche sans aheilles.’ What oan I do ? 
I sit and muse hour after hoiu*, night after, night, and am 
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no nearear ]to asy determination. I look at her portrait, 
and the thought that I could ever despoil that glorious 
creature seems to me almost a I have not 

heard from her again. If she should marry the young 
Dn^ke — — . No, I do not think she will do that. 


‘The winter is long, long, long. It is now Ihe 
2(5th of February ; in Koine how the laud laughs, h<nv 
the flowers spring, how the Wood dances in one’s veins 
80 near to March ! Here all is snow and wind, or fog 
and sleet, and the poor deer look shivering and sad 
under the leafless trees amongst the black frosted 
bracken. 

‘Tlie house-steward has just brought me a telegraphic 
message he has had from her. It is sent from Paris 
and merely says, “ We come liome to-morrow.” To- 
morrow 1 Like that 1 Without a word of preparation. 
He says it is the way “my lady” always does. Jly 
God I what shall I say to her ? How shall I receive 
her? I know not whether 1 am most overjoyed or 
most wretched. If onlv 1 knew what I should most 
wisely, mosl. rightly, do ! And to think that it is nil 
not hers hut mine — ^that she is in truth my guest! She 
has been away four months. For some time she has 
not written to me. I may have become no more to her 
than the nameless painter of her frescoes. If so — well, 
I will never take up my rights. It would be too much 
like vengeance. If she seem to care at all — well, tbeo 
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1 will go away, send her portrait to the’Saknl, perhaps 
conquer a name in the world great enough to make it 
not too impossible for me to say to her “ I love yon.” 
No ; I will not take away her little kingdom from her ; 
I have a wider kingdom— Art. She trusted me. She 
shall not have cause to repent it. 




‘ The “ to-morrow ” is now “to-day.” I could deep 
not at all. It is now noon ; she may be here at any 
moment. I scrawl this with a crayon in the hallro<Hn. 
There is still snow, btil the sun is shining. They have 
sent ^cr Russian sledge to meet her with the three- 
liusflan hordes# Berwick is gone of bis own accord 
with the sledge. Ho would never leave me before. It 
he knows. How shall I meet her? What shall 
] say ? I feel as if I were false to lier. It is absurd, 
but I cannot resist the feeling. 1 hear a noise of sleigh- 
liells, of Vfuces, of great doors opening and shutting, of 
dogs biirking : then all is still again — she is come. 

is nearly four okdock and almost dark. I 
scarcely see to scrawl this to you by the light of the 
fire. The frescoes are not one-half finished ; this vexes 
me much ; but the weather has been sO utterly against 
all work. Her friends will tell her I haye purposely 
delayed. I suppose I shall not sec her till to-morrow. 
The man who especially waits on me has been in with 
wood, and says that Lady Cairnwrath has returned with 
hvr ; no ope else ; but that many people are expected 
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In a week:£pcni time 1 «]a 9 ll \» gaae. 

Sba must get tbe {nw^ffTfimesbed fts ebe can. . . . 
They bare brought loe vord that bev ladyabip sent, me 
heir compUments-aad washed to «ee me tlie library ; 
she 1*3 taking her tea there after the jouraby* “Will I 
go at once ? I canaot refoae. She has not fbigotteu. 
I tremlde at the thought of seeing h^, though I long 
so greatly to do so. I feel as if she would read all my 
secrets in my face, I love her so well and yet I cannot 
say a word ] Pray for me, dear Father. When next I 
shall w’rite 1 shall be in Rome. Rome is the Muter 
Dolorosa, the Mother of Oousolatiou. 

‘This was not posted last night. I open it to add 
that no tme under heaven was ever so greatly blessed as 
I, Even now as I sit in the clear morning light, iu 
my own chamber, I cannot believe iu my own paradise; 
I cannot believe that, having wrestled so long, tlic 
angel blesses me at last ! When the servant brought 
me her message in the lalhoom, I got up and walktnl 
through the house, and felt like a drunken man as 1 
moved. To se^ her in tlio library’ ! It seemed to mo 
as if the very walls would speak to her, as if the French 
secretaire w^tild find a voice 1 I was like one in a 
dream. I found myself still as in a dream; standing 
before her in the familiar room. It was d.tisk, for which 
I was thankful, the long dusk of these grey English 
days. There was a gleam of low light fmm tlte windows 
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whieli look,W)Mt»«ad tbe foil warn gi(ir4f''« the groat 
lire, it (km.6 ioa gHver, tea-ttay samovar, on 
the white heaiyskM hy the health, tm her as she stood 
there. Bhe looked very pale a Uttb tired;, she 
had what they epdl .a tea^wn on, a thing all eofo'old 
lace and g^eaodng trailing satin : a thing which most 
becomes her, 1 think, o&all she wears. Bhe pot her 
hand out to me and 1 bent low over it. I said nothing; 

1 conid say nothing. She, too, seemed more silent than 
lior wont. She murmured in a hurry, indistinctly, all . 
sorts of little phrases : ihero was fever at Cannes, her 
grandmother was unwell, she had been so bored, it was 
only London emptied out by the Mediterranean, she 
hated the mixture of scorching son and icy wind, she 
iikod a fost gallop over a wet Berksliire road mucii 
better: I remember all these sentences now; at the 
time I do not think I heard them. I was gazing at her, 
and thinking how I loved her, and of how I must go out 
of Iier presence and away from her in silence. 1 could 
see no other way. All this while I never spoke a word. 

*She came closer to mo in the half glow from the 
firelight and the lingering daylight and ww stood 
quite near together on the hearth. I still could not 
speak ; Z kissed again the band she again held out to 
mo; I kept thinking if she knew — ^if she knew! — 
Perhaps I looked strangely, for her eyes had a startled 
glance in them. She said at last, in her old, pretty, 
quick fashion, “Well, have you not a word to say? 
Are you displeased that 1 am home again? What have 

k3 
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you done 6a the walls ? Have you been very dull ? ” 
I eould not have uttered a word to save my life or hers; 
I could only gaze at her, and I saw she grew ^’ery red ; 
ro8y>red, like ibe hothouse camellia she had at her 
breast. “ Why would you Dipt come to Cannes ? ” she 
said, without looking at me. “I wanted you; could 
you not understand ? ” I said nothing ; I could hear 
my heart beat as if it would break my breast, but I 
said nothing. Q'hcn she touched my hand with hers. 
“ Why will you 1)6 so proud ? ” I heard her ask in quite 
a whisper. “ You do like me a little, why don’t you 
tell mo so ? I do not care wliut any of them think : I 
only care for you. We might be so happy, if you would 
not be so proud ! ” Then I fell at her feet ajid kisserl 
them. Later that night 1 told her all the tiiith. I 
fallowed her all the papers ; fahe do<>.s not mind. What 
is liers is mine, what is mine is hers. The world can 
think what it likes. If it deem her the most gencivus 
of all living women, it will only be right for once I ’ 


T/ie La'hj Chadenjs, Milton Ernest, to Bun Ecccllinu 
Fermris, FlcP'inellfi-sojjra-Su^iaeo : — 

‘ I love you already ! You must come to us at 
Easter. He means to buy that deserted palace above 
Florinella, and make it beautiful, so that we may often 
visit you. He says Bramante built it, and that you 
have often regretted to see it forsaken.’ 
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fh» Lady Cairmvraih of Oikwistry to Lori 
LlmdvdnOt White's CZ«&, Londm 
* A great eoandal has been most and pro- 

videntijUly averted^ Lord Oharterys — ^for this gentle- 
man is indisputably Lord Charterys ; I see' a strong 
resemblance in his features to poor Alured’s — behaves 
iu the most admirable manner ; he will not hear of the 
truth being made public. He says the world may think 
Jiim the debtor of his wife if it please. It does not really . 
matter, because of course, either way, tbe first son she 
has will bear the same title, and ultimately inherit. I 
am very thankful the publicity is avoided ; and I reflect 
with pleasure that I never allowed the obscure name 
and place of the unknown painter to prevent my recog- 
nition of him as a high-bred gentleman. You will 
remember that I always said he had TatV noble. It 
will certainly l>e difficult, as you olwerve, to make 
society comprehend why we consent to such an appa- 
rently unequal, indeed improbable, union ; but when it 
is known that we all approve, no one will venture on 
an adverse comment ; every one will be aware that I 
should never give my couutenance to what was either 
unwise or incorrect. Besides, I do not see why, in a 
private sort of manner, the facts should not be made 
known. If you think proper you can tell one or two of 
your friends in the window at White’s, quite confiden- 
tially; it will soon l>o all over the town, and it will 
perhaps be better than to allow people to suppose a 
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mdsallianoe po^ble to ub. has been a great 

and sore anxiety to me for many yesni.. I am thankful 
that my re^ssihiHty wiQ pass at last into othar hands. 
She is qnite txtmordaM.'^ in lovo'Diitii him, and 
obedient to him. I should never have aoppcsi^ she 
could so change through tie mere influence of a senti- 
ment.’ 


Leonis MenzOy Milton Ernest, to Don Ecedli/no 
Ferraris, FlormMarSopra-BubiaM 

* You must come for Easter, and leave your sanc- 
tuary on the hills for once, to give us your benediction, 
my first and my holiest friend I ’ 


Mr. EoUys, Eome, to ifie Lady Charterys, Milton 
Ernest : — 

‘ I am thoroughly bewildered. But I heartily con- 
gratulate you both. I feel, as our Ijolovod Transatlantics 
say, t‘a little mixed.” Wlien will the frescoes get 
finisbed t 1 suppose you fcigive mo ? ’ 


The Lady Charierys, Milton Ernest, to Mr, EoUys, 
Dome : — 

‘Yes: I -forgive you even the rude nonsense you 
wrote. I shall always call him Benzn. We shall remain 
here all the summer, and he will finish the frosews ! ’ 
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LnAMATm p/cnso.YM 


DuC4 I>I BA8T1A. 

MAHCHBSE della llOCPALDA. 
Me. Wif»XE*KLLi#«. 

TADEB FBANCSflOa. 


Tub CUM'tKFIfiE DE IllOM. 
Madame nn iSAiNT.isam, 
Mue. TAN8CHKLDT. 



AT CAMAUDOLI. 


S<;en"u : The Hold in the MomiBiery, 

In the Pharmacy. 

Comtesse cle Riom. It makes one long to be ill, to 
liave an excuse to come here, 

Duca di Baetia. I need no excuse ; I buy liqueurs. 

Comteese dc Riom. Did you ever see such exquisite 
old blue pots? All pure Savona. I have offered my 
sotil for one of them, but the monks are obdurate. 

Baca di Basiia. Do not tempt them. Selling is 
the modern curse of Italy. It is a comfort to find that 
monastery walls can <jxclude the temptation ; they tSb 
ofton do not, and our cngels are sold to shiver in the 
fogs of I^ondon and the snows of Berlin. 

Comtessn de Riom. Does not one get back into 
pure quattro cento Tiere ? Borneo’s' apothecary must 
have had just such conserve pots and sweet- water jars 
as these. 

Duca di Bastia. Y#ti would like my old palace at 
Kquillace, madame ; it has such quantities of such old 
pottery as this, all as dusty as the soul can desire. 
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C<mte$a 0 40 . Biom. 1 sbould in dostiog 

liem.' ■ , ' ■ ....y'f; 

di How bi^pyjoit.iifoi^ikMkd tael 

liiteaM'mTjtbe cobweb&t V. • ' • * 

t^mime 4e Rkm, What! when I shocddi destroy 
the eobwebs ? • . 

Ihea di Bmtiai It would be better to bo destroyed 
than to be unnoticed. 

Comtesse de Rimn. That is according to taste. 

Mrs. VanacliekU. How do you do, Duke? Whatever 
are ym doiigg at Camaldoli ? 

Ihica di Baatia. If it were not impolite to reply 
to one question by another, I should ask what do you — 
the idol of Paris, the queen of Aix, the reins gaiUarde 
ofLoadcm? 

Mr». Vanschddt. All that is very pretty, but behind 
my lack 1 dare say you call me that horrid American ; 
don’t get off by a faux fuyant ; what makes you bury 
yourself in this pinewood ? 

Jkica di Sastia. Mj adoration of Americans. 

Mrs, Vanschddt. Don't expecfrme to believe that, 
when you might hare married Elise Hicks last winter, 
with the biggest fortune that ever came out of Arkansas 
lumber. ( To Maumce sb Biont.) He might indeed, and 
she was a very pretty girl too, and— my I— her peark 1 

Comieass de Riom. The Duke was ungrateful. 

Duca di BasHa. As ung^^teful as the monks wl )0 
won’t sell their pots. My prejudices and theirs hare 
probably the same roots. 
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Mrs. Vanachddt. Sut why do you eome to Catoal- 
d(di-^j 70 » ? Oiin yoo live without a CHuh ? . ,, , 

' J)u6a di Sag^ ■' I fisd Onualidoll 'db^i^g ; a 
most admirably healthy air, perfeci 
which are so good £}r the loogs, aDd,i^'lM^^ 
fiiom remarks, divine 'pharmacy pots to keep ^ve in 
one the love of the fine arts. What can one ask more ? 
Perhaps the cookery leaves something to he desired, bat 
tliat is just the amount of mortification which one ought 
to be willing to endure in a monastery. 

JIfrs. Vanschtildt. All the same you must be bored 
to death, mon dier. Shall we get up a little baccara 
to-night ? 

Duca di Baetia {Imitates). Aladame de Biom does 
not approve. 

ilfrs. Vansoheldt. What ! is the Countess to be the 
keeper of all our consciences ? Then we shall be as 
(lull as a Boston Sunday, for she sets her &ce dead 
against all fun. 

Comteeae de Rvmi. You think me a Puritan 1 
Indeed I am no such thing, but 1 detest all kinds of 
play ; I have seen so much suffering caused by it. 

Mrs. Va'nschddl (aside). Now she will preach like 
a young Dominican tmr, 

• CoT/Ume de Biom. No ; I never preach ; play if 
you like, but if you must play, why do you come to 
Camald(di ? 

Mrs, YanschdM. I come to wait for Mr. Vanseheldt, 
who is in the course of crossing the ocean, and because. 
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as tbe Duke vrieely observes^ the odouis of the piae* 
voods are so good for the limgs ; my lungs are seriously 
affected, only nobody ever will believe it. 

Duca di Bastia. Nobody will believe that mine are. 

Mrs. VanscheUU. I am sure we have both done our 
licstthat they should be. Did you, come for your lungs, 
too, Countess? 

Comtesse dp Rlom. No ; I came for quiet. But it 
seems that the world sends its echoes even up amongst 
these saintly hills, and you have brought as many 
fourgons as if you had come to Monaco in January. I 
h ive brought nothing but serge. 

Mrs. VanscMdt. Serge smothered in Mechlin, 
however. So much depends on what one can, wear. You 
are such au elegant creature that you may puc on 
sacking and you will look just as well. If I’m not 
dressed up to my eyes, I’m a dowdy, a fright — nobody ’d 
look at me — tlie very birds would peck at me. I 
wouldn’t put on those plain tailor*made suits that you 
can wear if it were to save tny life. 

Dual di Basiia. There is Saxe china pimpante and 
charming, and there arc marble Venuses, white, serene, 
superb. One may admire botl*. 

Mrs. Vanse^iddt. Very prettily said, Duke. But I 
know yoti don't admire me; you told a friend of mine 
that I was like a doll out of the Palais Royal. 

Baca di Bastia. That friend must have thoroughly 
understood the mission of friendship. If I could hope 
tliat such a friend were of the masculine gender 
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Mrs. YanscMdt, You would quarrel witbliizaalK>ut 
a oigar or a newspaper, and hack him ahoufc afterwards 
with a sabre; I know your ways. Why will Italians 
always fight with sabres? It is very barbarous. 

Duoa (2i Sastia. It is not pretty. The rapier is . 
mneh more elegant and thO pistol much quicker. But 
every nation has its prejudices ; the sabre is ours. 

Mrs. Vanschddt. It ouglit not to be so ; it is not 
6u65ciently graceful. The rapier is more like what your 
national weapon should be. The nipier is amongst 
swords what the mandoline is amongst instruments. 

Dnca di Bastia (lows). Henceforth I will fight 
with the rapier. 

Comtesse de Riom. I hope you will not fight at all ; 
it is very barbarous. 

Duca di Bastia. It is a little, but it is wholesome. 
If that friend whom Madame Vanscheldt spoke of 

Mrs. Vameheldt. It was a she ! 

Duca di Bastia. Ah 1 I might have supposed so. 
f<ome one who has envied your toilettes, or whose re- 
ceptions I have neglected. Malice is always so busy 
one wonders there are two people left on speaking terms 
with each other. 

Padrs Francesco {approaching). Oiu mountain 
roses are "dSfery simple things, but if their Excellencies 
would deign to accept them? 

Gomiesse de Riom. Oh, mon Reverend I how ex- 
quisite ! How can I thank you enough ? Monsieur de 
Bastia, say something pretty to him for me. 
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Mrs. Vans^eW:, Poor old maii I And we order ten 
iliousand for a ball, and never look at tbem. 

Corrdesda de ILiom. How very kind i "What sweet 
roses ! I most really learn Italian to be dble to talk to 
iliese deligbtfnl old people. 

Muca di Bastia. Let me have the honour to teach 
yon, madame. 

Mrs. VanscJiddt. "WTien Italians teach a pretty 
woman their language, they always begin with Dante. 
They get to the galeuttofw il libro e chi lo scrisse, and 
there they stop. The lesson never advances. 

Comtesse de Rwm. We will bi'gin with Silvio Pellico 

Dimt di Bmtw. We will begin with wliat you like, 
provided we end in Alcina’s Gardens. 

Comiesse de Jtiom. Alcina’s Gardens ? That is in 
Ariosto. 

JDuoa di BasH<x. It is in Ariosto. But Ariosto 
found it in Love. It is still there. 

[Tke Comtesse de Riom cohurs and plays 
v>lth her roses. 

Mrs. Vansclieldt (emMiiig). Di^ Ariosto ever como 
here — for his longs — I wonder ? Do these dear old male 
goodies sell cigarettes, do you know? 

Duoa di Bastia. I fear they are not yet at that 
height of civilisation. They sell liqueurs which I 
believe oil and honey enter in equal proportions. Here 
is one witii a title fit for an ode of Meleager’s or Ovid’s, 
the Lagrime abete. What can be more poetic? 

Mrs. Vanschddt. I’ll taste. It ’won’t beat Del- 
motiico’s pick-me-ups. 
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Buca di Bastia, Alas ! what can ibe old world-^ — - 

Mre* VamchelM, Don’t be hypofiriti^. You 
despise ns Utterly fedm tbe height of all twelve 
cenltuies of xtohiliiy. Tell W all abo^ your tweh'e 
conturies ; it is very bsteresting. I don’t go b^k myself 
fartlier than my own father. 

Dma di Ba$iia. You are laughing at me ; Unt is 
very unkind. 

Mrft. Vanscheldt. Honour bright I’m not. I think 

it must be perfectly deligJitful to have an ancestry that 

is jusl a cotii's de Vhintoire in itself. There were Bastias 

iu the time of Constuutine, weren’t there ? Tell us all 

!<1x)ut it. We are in a mood to be educated. Is it true 

% 

you were kings of Corsica once upon a time ? 

Buca di Betstia. Pray spare me. I will “send you 
i)ic volume B. of Ingherami ; I shall so at least not «ee 
you yawn. 

Mrs. Vanediddt I shouldn’t yawn ; I think your 
Italian genealogies as delightful as won.der--stories 
and as interesting as a lecture of Caro’s. What shall 
we do with ourselves to-day ? If you won’t read us 
Ingherami ♦ 

Buoa di Bastia. I will read you the * Deoan^mine * 
under the pines yonder. 

Mrs. Vdnsekd^. Ob, biit isn’t that very shocking ? 

Bma diBasHa. I will take care not to diode you. 
It will be Madame de JRiom’s first lesson in Italian. 1 
assure you we are very little altered sinoe the days of 
Boccaccio. The middle classes are changed, but I think 
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our class and the popolo are both very much what we 
were in the tiiedio evo. Here and there we have put 
electric bells in our villas, and bought a threrhing 
machine for our fields, but even that is rare, and would 
have been letter let alone. Life in Italy is still a 
picture aud an idyl, our old walled gardens and our 
loggie still hear the lute. 

Mrs. Vanscheldt. I-ict us go under the pines then, 
ct va pour Boccaccio ! 

Co’nvtcsse de Rlom. If the Duke do not translate it, 
I shall understand nothing. 

Dura di Bastia. I will translate il, and will 
remember the Boston susceptibilities of Jladatne 
Vauscbeldt. 

Mrn, VauHcheldt. ]My Boston spseepti bililies lia\e 
had a good airing on the hotdevards; that prod\M*es a 
wonderful change iu them. The starch comes out with 
quite astonishing rapidity when once one has cat a 
beefsteak at Bignon s. 

Mr. Wgnne-BiUu. You would not let anyone tl^e 
say that, Mrs. Vanscheldt, 

Mrs. Vamclicldt. Why, of eour^ not. One laughs 
at one’s country and one abuses one’s huslmnd, but one 
don't let anybody else do either. 

Duca di Baatla. Happy country 1 Thrice happy 
husband ! 

Mrs. Vansokddt. Don’t you be impudent* 

Duca di Basiia. Impudent ! 1 only sigh for a feli- 
city that cannot be mine. 
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VimsdiddU You might have married Eliee 

Hicks, 

Duca di Baetia, No one has any right to say that I 
could. Mdlle. Hicks is about to marry a Prince Oalitm ; 
iliere are three hundred and thirfy-flvo Princes Galilzin. 
I do not know whether he is at tlie top of the list or 
the bottom. 

Mrs. VanBcheldt I btdicvc* you are regi*otting Elkc, 
W<‘ll,let us got to Boccaccio. All / know about him is 
^hat stupid little operella. I ouglit to have been 
L'orncd, coming from the ‘Imb of tlie universe,’ but 
Pm not. 

Duca di liuBtiiV. You ore so many things so much 
more dtlightful. Boccaccio would have adored you, 
especially when you wear tluit red cloak. 

Mrs. V "(inschAilf^ AJorntiou that depends on tlie 
colour of a cloak kill one witli over-devotion, and 
I don’t think you are as respectful as you might be, 
Duke. 

Duca di liastia. Ilcspectful! I am neither twenty 
nor sixty. Need a man be respectful to ladies between 
those ages ? 

Madanie de iSaintange. Not if he wish to please. 

Mrs. Vanscheldt How shocked Mr. Ellis looks. 
Englishmen are always respectful ; I believe they re- 
main so even when they talk to a ballet-girl. 

Duca di Bastia. They are borrfen froc et cravate 
blanche. At the risk of shocking Monsieur Ellis again, 
I will tell you a story. It happened to me myself. 

1 
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Perhaps you ^iU say it is too like Toto chefs Tata to he 
nevertheless- — ^ 

Mrs. Vansdtddt.. I think veil pass over Diike» 
for Mr. i31is is blushing in anUcspatios. I’m bulf 
afmid to trust you vith Bocoacdo— — - 

Duoa di Bustia. X assure you I vill be penetrated 
Vlfith respect, though I agree vith Madame de Saintange 
that it is an unlovely quality. You shall have a ‘ Deca- 
merone ’ that might be read in Boston on a Sunday ; can 
I say more ? 

Mrs. Vanscltddt. I am afraid you have said a little 
too much. However, we vill go under the pines and 
hear your worst. 

Duca di BastUt, There are listeners for whose ears 
the type of the ‘ Decamcrone ’ would change of its own 
accord into the type of the ‘ Iinitatione (Ihristi.* 

Jlfrs. Vanschcklt. You ai’e speaking to me, hut you 
are looking at Madame de Bioin. SJie might perform 
that miracle in printer’s typ<^, I certainly shall not. 
Well, let us go. These old men ere wanting to bo alono 
with their stills and herbs and flowers. What delicious 
old fellows they are — in their white flannel gowns and 
their broad flapping straw hats. What a pretty world 
it must have been when everybody dressed pictur- 
esquely 1 

jytica iU'^aetia. And .when monks were as many 
in the land as spl^-sparrows in the tre^ Nothing 
« comes’ better, as artists say, in the Tuscan landscape 
than two of these wbite-frooked figures going up a gram 
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path under the olives, or passing alcmg a sunny road 
tbrougSc^llll^ Vine-shadows ; and iC the hdls are ringing 
within befoiug at the time the thing is perG^t. 

Mr. V/ymie^EUia. It is only a t^vial and psofitne 
mind which can consider the monastic e(dexi-<^the ctuse 
of BO many centuries~as the mere oraammt -of a de- 
corative scene. * ‘ * 

Diica di Bastia. Ah, dear Mj% Ellis, T am so Sony, 
but I am always trivial ; I am profane loo ; yet, so near 
Alvcrnia, do you think wc should speak ill of a commu- 
nity that held S. Francesco? Trivial as my mind is, I 
do not feel inclined to do that. I dare say there are 
many monks great rogues, hut still, when I see a monk 
I take oflF my hat to him, for if he he nothing or even 
worse than nothing in himself, he represents so much 
in tlie past that was holier than anything we shall ever 
htiii again. 

Mrs. Vanschddt, That is a pretty feeling, and I 
{■ball not let Mr. Ellis dispute it with you. You have 
k(‘pt the sold of the Quatlro Centisli, though you have 
eaten, like me, the hisque of Bignon. But we shall 
never have Boccaccio read at this rate, and the sun will 
be going down if we don’t make haste into the woods. 

In the irootfo. 

Marokese della RoccaUla. Caro mio, yon have read 
remarkably well. To make Boccaccio decent and yet 
diverting is a task that might daunt any man ; but 
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wbera failure was almost certain you have achieved 
success, ^ ' 

Mv, Wynne-EUis. The Duke did uot wholly 
avoid some questionable suggestions, but in the 
main,* for aa impromptu translation, it has been well 
done. 

Mrs, Vanaclidilt. Dear Mr. Ellis, to the pure all 
things are nasty; that’s Scripture, and it’s such a pity 
I’m a naughty woman, and I can't for the life of me see 
what was left that was objectionable. 

Mr, Wynne^EJlie. There were suggestions 

Mrs. Vanscheldt. Oh, only suggest ions! Welljjou 
know, I must be very obtuse, 1 really didn’t notice 
them. Perhaps a course of the petlis iheatres lias 
hardened my conscience and ray tympanum. 

Comiesse de Riovt. llow licautifully yon have read, 
or, rather, improvised, Jlousietir de IJastiu! you have 
given us a great pleasure. All that marvellous life of 
old Florence seemed to live again. 

Duca di Bastia,, I am happy, indeed, to have your 
praise. As I said before, wo are not so very much 
changed at heart or even iu manners since those days. 
It is eaqr to reproduce them in fancy. It requires uo 
talent — only memory. 

Comtease de Riami. Perhaps genius is only memory ; 
I have heai-d it said. 

Duca di Bastia. Oh, do not give such a great 
word to my slight efforts. I am a very idle son of the 
soil, with a trick of rhyming and of improvising in 
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vbich anj one of our moantaln peasants would ^escel 
Icn timeil) better tban I. 

Marchese deUa Uocccdda. We migUt be bolding 
one of those pourts of Love of which Italy saw so many 
ill Boccaccio's days. Those big dusky pines, those lovely 
ladies, Bastia’s lute, the Countess’s great peacock fan — 
il. might be all up at Urbino in Bembo’s time, or at 
1 'errara in Lucrezia’s. 

Duca di Basl'ut, The lovely ladies certainly made 
hea\’en of Urbino and Ferrara then, as they do now of 
Camaldoli; but the pinewoods you would have been 
puzzled to find in either place. 

MarcJiesc della Jtoccahla. You are hypercritical. 

Duca di Bant! a. Nature created me so. WhenDe 
.Atusset made an Andalouse in Barcelone, he spoilt his 
poem for me. 

Comtesse de Iliom. The mistake does not prevent 
the poem thrilling like the song of a nightingale and 
the thrust of a dagger. 

J)uca di Bastla. No ; it has the passion of a life- 
t line and the moonlit uights of a whole summer of love 
in it. After all, his city is not Barcelona only, but 
anywhere where heaven is found upon a humion breast. 

Mr. Wynne^ElUe. What frightful waste of talent 
Alfred de Musset’s is ! Perhaps if he had never met 
(i forge Sand 

Baca di Bds'ia. Waste? I would sooner have 
written Holla than liave cut the Suez Canal. If he 
Lad never met George Sand — if Tasso had never 
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met Leonora — if Dante iad never known Beatrice — if 
Abelard had never met H6Ioise— <3omte8se, love is not 
an accident, it is a destiny. 

Comtesse de Rhm (with a smle). SToa are very 
fond of hilking about lore. Is tlmt Italian-f 

Duca di Saetia, We never talk about anything; 
else. Love has a much larger share in our lives than 
in those cS your northern men ; there never was but one 
northern who understood us, and that was Henri Boyle. 

Mrs. Vanseheldt. Didn’t he say that all men are 
tyros in the art of love licsidc tlio Italian ? 

Ihica di Bustia (with emphasis), Becatise with us 
it is an art, exacting and imperious as an art, which 
absorbs our heart and soul, our passions, our entire 
being ; an art which we think is worthy to occupy oiu* 
lifetime. 

Mrs, Vamchddi. Ah, yes, just like a painter 1 His 
art is one and indivisible, it is only his subjects that 
cliange ; he can’t help painting a mill one day, and a 
tree the next, and a horse the next, and so on ; it is 
always art. So with you, it is sometimes grey eyes, 
sometimes blue eyes, sometimes brown eyes, but it is 
always love. 

Burn di Basiki. Did you learn all this, Madame, 
at Boston on.» Sunday ? 

Mrs. Vanscheklt. Ho, it is the result of my obser- 
vations since I came East. In our great country, sir-ce, 
tliere's such an uncommon deal of marriage that love 
gets kind o’ hustled. Men and women too, down our 
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tray, walk out so much together that Ibey just lose 
flavour £i>r each other, and feel like two tame *1)0880108 
sittiog on a gomtree. l!f'ov <ion*t say I ean’t talk 
Tankeesel,, , , 

JIfr. tj^nehEUia. Do pu really jUbiak, Mrs, Va»- 
echeldt^ that marnage is unappreciated in the States ? 

if re. Vanaekeldt. Heavens, no ; it’s too much ap* 
preciated. There’s such a lot of it, it’s like eating 
o^’sters by the sack. If it was a h'ttle harder to do, 
and a little harder to undo, perhaps Americans would 
lean) to make love.’ As it is, they can’t, no more than 
they can say a clear monosyllable. You never met an 
American who didn’t split the monossj'llables, did you? 

Mr. Wynne-Ellis. I have observed what you mean. 
It is very extraordinary. Perhaps climatic induenccs 
on the trachea 

Mrs. Vanecheldt. I dare say. (Aside) Is it climatic 
i)ifluenccB that produce the genus bore ? 

Marchess Mia Rocedda. How happy Madame 
Vanscheldt would make me if she would only say one 
monosyllable to me ; ‘ta'l 

Mrs. Vaiischddt, |*m more likely to say in my 
own vernacular, ‘ goose ’1 

Mardisse della Roccalda. Tl)at is what you call 
‘ chaff ; ’ we ’do not possess the equivalent in our lan- 
guage. It is not even precisely the same thing as the 
Gallic hadiiuige. 

Mrs. Vcmschddt. Ko ; it ain’t half so delicate, and 
it don’t want any wit. 
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Duca di Baalia. We have Bomefcliing like it in 
Fuloi and his cotnpeeiv, and in onr peasants, too, on a 
market day, or when they are in a meny mood any- 
where, Comtesse, sliall we go for a little walk before 
the sun sets ? JTbis brook that comes tunitding down 
amongst us seems to promise all sorts of delightful 
recompense to the adventurous. 

[They saunter away together. 

Mr. Wynne-EUta {to Sirs. Vanschelpt). Is that 
tike Madame de Jtiom — the very rich one? 

Mrs. Vanschddt. Yes, I think so. A charming 
woman, so Bastia seems to say. 

Mr, Wynne-EUis. Belgian, I believe ? 

Mrs. Vauschehlt. Yes, they are big people in 
Belgium; as big as they can be in that mouse of a 
Country. 

Marchess delta Roccahla. Mixdame de Eiom would 
remind us that the mouse has bad the spirit of a lion 
ere now ; and that it has come nearer to ourselves in 
art than any other country on the map of the world. 
Are not the Do Rioms Bmhaut nobility ? 

3frs. Vanschddt, I Ix’lie^ so ; they are immcns(‘ly 
rich. This one is the widow of Henri do lliom ; she 
is uncommonly handsome. 

Marchese della Jlorcalda. We might think so, 
perhaps, if Madame Vanscheldt wore not by. 

Mrs. Vanschddt. Now, my dear Marchese, what 
rubbish ! I haven’t a feature in my face 1 I’ve a little 
minois chifformfs crumpled up like a rag ball, with two 
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sparks for .ejes, and that’s all. Bat jon are so used 
here to regular profiles that you don’t appreciate them; 
they axe ttmpvxa perd/rixi you like a little ugly 
mobile gutta-percha face better, because it’s new. 

Marckese della Uocealda. The mobile face is the 
only one of which one never tires. 

Mrs. Vanacheldt, See if you’d say so if we were 
shut up opposite each other through a cold spell in 
Ottawa, or the sickly season down Florida way. 

Marchese della Roccidda. I am convinced that 
the thermometer w’otild always stand permanently for 
luc at 20° E. under those circumstances, and its sister 
instrument at ‘ set fair.’ 

Mrs. VartscKeldt. It’s set fair with Bastia. 

Maivhcse della Itoccalda. It's only the red dawn 
that precedes the stormy day. It is quite evident he 
means to marry her I 

Mrs. Vanscheldt. Why don’t they have chaises d 
jtoi'feiirs here ? Who can clind* who cats six times a 
day ? Besides, the human's not meant for a climbing 
animal. He has no hooks to his toes. Well sit still, 
and wait till they come back. 

Marchese della Eoccedda (casting himself at her 
jeet). Paradise! 

Mrs. Vanscheldt (looking almit her). I only do 
hope there are no snakes. When you’ve seen a hooded 
come wriggling along, you don’t love them any more, 
liowevor fond you may be of the study of natural 
history. 



132 


AT CAMALDOU, 


Marchess ddla MoccaMa, We bave no snakes in 
Tu8(».nj, only harmless chains of green and gold> 
that hang head foremost from the boOg^ and look 
at ns. 

Jfrs. Tan&ehddt. You must have adden^ anyway. 
They’re a universal institution, like marriage. 

MarcJme, della Socoalda. When yon say ihese 
things I cease for one moment to envy M. Vanscheldt. 
\11 the rest of my life is consumed in envy of him. 

Mrs. Vansohddt. Well, that aren’t too civil, seeing 
there’s no living man sees leas of me 1 Here’s a |>easant ; 
how miserable she looks ! Perch e piavije? What does 
she say ? Does she talk High Dutch ? 

Marcluise ddla Jtocoahla. Mount'tin Italian ; 
equally unintelligible. Her husband’s in prison be- 
cause he dared to plant a cabbage or two on a bit of 
forest land, that is, of government land. 

Mrs. Vanscheldt. Poor soul ! tell her to go and 
ask my maid to give her twenty franca. Guess you 
worry, your poor too much, drives ’em all our side. 
Seems to me if the man ’d stole his cabbages you 
couldn’t have done more to him. Is it true your hill 
people eat grass ? 

Marchess della JRoccalda. Sq^ffinat a sort of 
s&e{ling grass ; yes, they do, povermi ! 

Mrs. Vanschddt. Hero we grumble if the fish 
don’t come up every day, and if the truffles run short 
now and then 1 Marquis, there’s enough buckwheat on 
God’s earth for every man to have his haadfid. How is 
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it wo’ve IteootBe so right m wicked that ire riiaff while 
they starve? It*8 hot m m^e, 

ifarekess (2s2k> Ji^tmida, Oh* yes, pardoa it 
is in nature. t.ook at monkeys. . 

Bifjlier in the Woods. 

Duoa di Baetia. Will you not believe me t Did 
the devotion of a whole winter prove nothing ? What 
can 1 do to induce you to take pity on me ? 

Comtease de Jiiontf Dear Duca,you are well known 
to be a most desperate flirt. No woman in her senses 
ever takes your pretty speeches -seriously. 

JJvca di Bmtia, Every man is a flirt until he 
oves sincerely. I have been most scrJoiis. It is now 
seven months |^nce I saw you first ; it was at a novena 
at St. Peter’s ; you were all in black. The next night 
I saw you at the Apollo; you wore a marvellous 
crimson dress, and you had fiome great red lilies. 

Voinieam de liiom, lied lilies 1 To l)e sure ; they 
dye even the poor flowers nowadays. What a pity itiyi ! 
K<’d is the only colour tliat tells in a theatre ; it is the 
colour of crowds. To impress the multitude soldiers 
should only wear red ; when thty are grey they have no 
moral effect. 

Biica di Bmtiat. In red, or in grey, or in Idaok, 
you ‘ awe me through' my eyes.* Why will you not 
believe it? 

Comieese de RUm. You are always saying those 
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pretty things to women ; you may even mean them at 
the moment, but 

Bvm di Basiia. ]>o you think that a little thing 
■would make me bury myself under these monastic 
pines ? 

Gomtesse efo Riom. I thought it was for your 
lungs ? 

Duca di Bastia. You never thought any siwh 
thing. When you loft Kume at Easter, you said 
you should come to this religious solitude, and there- 
fore — 

ConUesse da ItUm. This religious solitude is pro- 
faned by the cliek of Mrs. VauschchU’s rouktte hall, 
and resembles the hig world as a lizard resembles a 
crocodile. Wliero can one go nowadays that one is not 
pursued by (he cigarette .smoke of ‘ society ’ '{ 

Dtica di Basiia. You canuot., because society go('s 
where you go. 

Gomtesse da Rwm. Oh dear no ! 1 am a very 
insignificant person. If you really wish to know, I 
have come to Camaldoli because it is— cheap I 

J)uca di Bastia, You arc pleased to jest. 

Gomtesse de Biom. I was never more serious. I 
am much more serious than you wore just now. hly 
clear Duke, do not let us beat alsuit the hush. Y'ou 
think I am the widow of Henri di Iliom, who was very 
rich. I am the wido'w of Otto, tlie younger brother, 
■who had only a younger brother's portion, and ran 
through that in two years. 
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Jhica di Bmtia, But — ^but— surely— — 

Comtme da liidnu You moau tliut I look aa if 1 
had a hundred thousand francs a year to spend on tny 
gowns ? That is the way of all of us in our world. 
^Ve had a very pleasant winter in Borne. I should be 
sorry if it were to leave the slightest cloud of painful 
rctneuilirance with you. {Ee is silent. Site looliS at 
h hn uad smiles.) 

Comtesse de Riom. I am so often supposed to be 
my sister-in-law, Marthe de Kiom, Henri’s widow, 
h'lie never leaves her chateau, and never spends a sou 
that slie can help, just because she has millions. I 
have fancied once or twice that you were misled into 
tliinking me the owner of these millions. Oh, I do not 
hear you the slightest grudge. Why should I lH}.xr you 
any ? It has been all my own faidt for letting Worth 
dress me too well. Eeully 1 have next to no money at 
all. Jly own people are poor noblesse, and, Otto once 
<load, the de Bioms liave nothing to do with me. 
jMadame de Saintange lives with me par t'csped des 
com'enances, but she pays everything for herself. 
Now that I have been quite frank with you my con- 
science is clear. I know marriage in Italy is only a 
question of chiffres. ‘ I have so much : how much 
have you?’ That is all that yotur Hymen inquires, 
J.ove you keep between the leaves of Boccaccio j or — 
where was it you said that Ariosto found it ? 

Huca di Ra^tia {veny pale). Madame 

Oomtesae de Riom. How white you look ? Do not 
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bd a&aid ; 1 do not' mean to hold you to your pretty 
speec^OS. If I did you could jmdly retort that they 
are only for Aldna's Garden. 1 tmdei'tttand it all quite 
'wdl ; you have a great name and a delightful wit, but 
you are very poor ; you see in me a woman who does 
not displease your taste, and in whom, by a fatality of 
misunderstanding, you believe you meet one wbo has 
the riches and the estates that you are obliged to seek 
in marriage. As soon as you sijeak seriously to me I 
tell you the facts as they are. I am quite poor too ; 
horribly poor, for a woman who likes luxury, and must 
go to courts and emhassics. Our toilettes mean no- 
thing except that we spend all we do possess on them. 
I have some fine old jewels ; they are all. I bad a tiny 
dott which is what I have to live on now. I married poor 
Otto when I was sixteen ; I cared very little about him. 
I was in love with love, as girls are. Ibo man was but 
a peg on which to hang a dream-coat of mauy colours. 
He gambled, and died very early. I am five-and- 
twenty years old, and I feel a hundred. Don’t waste 
your time thinking ahojit me. Go away from the 
monastic solitude and enjoy yourself. There is nothing 
m(H8 to be said. I am not what you believed me. 
You ”wiU put me out of your heiid from this moment, 
and tdee nothing worse away from Gamaldoli than a 
liotlle of the lagrlme d' abote. You wiU shed no tears 
of yomrown. 

Du<ta di Bastla (biUerly). Nor can I hope for 
any from you J 
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Comime de Jiioin. Oh, that wcmld be really too 
much to expoet . Eemembcr how miu!^ w^eo, to be 
di Ba^ia — &ud your title is eo old |bat it ix 
really attraotive— would hare only l#t you out 
truth BO late that *^0U could scarcely in honour h%^e 
drawn back j or, if you bad drawn, back, my brother 
Louis, wbo is always cuchnntod to kill anybody, wtmid 
liuve tried the sabi’C encounter with you which Jiladame 
Vanscheldt thinks so ugly. I might have done you a 
very great deal of harm, and I refrain from doing you 
any. You cannot reasonably expect me to weep for 
you as well, can you ? 

Duca di Baetia. You Lave never deigned to 
bL-lieve in what I expressed. 

Comtesse de B'mru Yes, I have done in a measure. 
I see that I am agi'ceable to yoiu taste, that you ap- 
prove of me, that you find pleasure in talking to me. 
Those things are never assumed, or, when they are., ope 
at once detects the assumption ; but then you saw me 
painted on a golden background, like the Quattro- 
cciitesti Saints, When you realise that I am that 
much-to-be pitied creation of modem life, a wdd-hom 
woman, accustomed to all kinds of .;Welf* indulgence 
'.and elegances, with a certain rank to keep up, and a 
^\ncre pittance to do it on, which all goes to the pockels. 
* of the Paris tailors, you will view me with quite 
different eyes. Take away the golden ground, the 
saint is no saint, but a mere commonplaee woman, with 
no nimbus at all. (Z/e u eiUnt) 
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Cimtme d$ Riom. Haven’t you even one compli- 
ment left trith which to contradict me ? You, look 
terribly shocked, considering that there is no rea!l?%&rm 
done. If you keep your own counsel no one will be the 
wiser. They nil know that the Huca di Bastia is a 
great fih'b They will not be surprised that you grew 
tired of flirting with anybody as grave as I am. K(‘ally« 
the wonder is that you have been so constant for six 
months, and that you have endured CamaldoU for six 
days, even with the support of the liqueurs. 

Duca di Bitatiiu You are very mirthful. I suppose 
I ought to rt'joice that I amuse you. 

Comtesae de Riom.. It is very amusing tha* you 
should have taken me for Madame Marthe. She is 
everything that I am not ; small, dark, prim, very 
religious, full of ecouoinies. Because she could spend 
half h million of francs with Worth any year, she has ail 
the year round a camelot gown that costs fifty centimes. 
I do not know why she saves so miu-h; she 1ms no 
childicn, and her money would go. if she died, to some 
distant relations. To bo sure sho may many ; why 
don’t you go aud marry her? She is not handsome 
certainly, buti|iere is no doubt about Iter fortune ; she 
has rentes, actions, valcwrs of all kinds in all the hanks 
of Belgium and in the banks of Franco too. I will give • 
you a letter of introduction to her. The chateau is near 
Malines, it is called Quincampoix ; it is all pignons et 
tourelles, with stonework like old Flanders lace ; it is 
really worth seeing. It has fine woods too, and ' in . 
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Senri asd Otto’a time tbe shooting -was good. You 
might revive its glories; there is a peculiar breed of 
looMs Very &mouB there. Wdl, you are notiftceited ? 
[ should have thought you would have been alreadj half* 
nay down the hill. 

• Du&t di Baetia (bUterlyy. It is evident, madame, 
that you deem the offer of my hand a diverting comedy. 
It is true my hand is empty I 

Comtme de Riom. Here is Madame Yauscheldt, 
'ho has, tired of sitting stilL To her all life is a 
jmedy. What a delightful temperament that is I It 
f a perpetual amulet against ennui. 

Mrs, WrtufE-ELLis). Howglmn 

liat gay Duca looks I You bet she's refused him. I 
idn't think she would. But to he sure she’s all the 
'ullars. I don’t think he’s a rich man himself; if he 


ere driven to say what he lives on 

Mr, Wynne-EUis. The Italian nobles are impover- 
hcd by the inordinate taxation, and the Puca di Bastia 
Iberited embarrassed estates ; his way of life is not 


Uculated to disentangle his difficulties. 
j Mrs. Vanschddi. ' Well, his way of. life would be 
pootfa for ever if Madame de Riom would say yes, but 


! don’t look as if sbe had said yes. Suppose she thinks 
Ts after her money. 

Madame de Saintange {yverkearing^with aamUe). 
'^*’Siot is not suspicious. 

Vanscheldt. She mayn’t be, but when one’s 
;pt a pot of money one can’t help feeling like a sugar 
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cask m ft street. Be tell me now, you who ate her 
iatimate friend, will she many him ? 

Maiiame 46 Sainiange!. I am not in her oonfi- 
deuce. 

. Mr$. Vwmhddt. Then you may be siue she won’t, 
for if she had meant to do it she couldn’t have helped 
telling you. 

Madame de Saiidange. You think we always 
boast of our good actions ? 

In the CoMTESSB »e Biom’s room. * 

Madame de Sainiange. What have you done t 
the Buca di Bastia ? He did not dine to-night. 

Comtease de It tom. He is prol)ably gone to take tlu 
train at Arezzo. My dear friend, he mistook me fo 
Madame Jlarthe. 

Madame de Saintange. Wliat do you mean ? 
Comtease de Riom. Precis<*ly what 1 say. H« 
took me to be the widow of Henri, whose millions woul 
Imve been very serviceable to him. So many poop" 
Ivave always confused me with Martbo. What can I do 
I cannot wear a placard on the back of my gown pr' 
claiming that I am the widow of Otto who left me ear 
leaou? 

Madame de Saintange, Bid the Buke ask youi 
you were Marthe ? ' ' 

Comteese de Riam. Of course not; he took i*** , 
granted. He asked me to many him; I replied j 

he was under an illusion, that I was not Marthe, r ( 

4 in , ■ 
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not millio&Cy thftt 1 had in fact ecarcdy enough to pay 
for my gowns. 

MadatMd* Samtange. I do S(^ think weie 
called on to cxpltda that unasked. 

Comiesse de Rioiii. . Oh-h-lt ! 

Madame de Saintange. 1 do not really. He is 
ceiiaiul}' in Lve with yon, even if he did make that 
error; that was all you hud to do with ; you should have 
accepted him, since you like him ;• the rest would have 
revealed itself in time. 

Comte8H6 de Riom, When in honour he could 
not have drawn back I Philosophers are right ; women 
have no conscience. 

Madame de Saintamge. If lie had inquired point 
blank if you were Marthe, you must liave answered 
that you were not, hut as no doubt he only made love 
to you 

Comtesee de Riovi, Because he imagined that I 
possessed a large fortune which would have restored 
hi-j own. Certainly, I admit that he — ^he— pwhaps 
likes me really a little, one can never tell; Italians 
are such exquisite actors that th^ cheat themselves 
into belief in their own fictions, but he woidlS never 
have allowed himself to say so if be bad not been 
misled by some impression (current in Borne, I know 
o,t how) that I was the rich Comtesse de Biom. AU 
it«u ,g to undeceive him ; the rest will come ^ 
When you a - r'"- " ,viy away from Oamaldoli hcjj 
diamon Iq me out of liis tbimgBtsJ .wc«te- 
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has gowns and old jewels that nohod; ought to have 
under half a million of francs a jear. He has been 
near a*great danger. Whenever he remembers it, if 
he do remember it, he will feel a little catch of his 
breath, as a man does when he recalls how he has been 
once within a moment of an avalanche’s felling or 
within an inch of a runaway express-train. 

l^She tume away; she lauykb a little; the 
tears are in hm' eyes. 

Madame de Saintange. Chere Maigotl if he 
have escaped an avalanche you have not altogether 
escaped a slight that wounds you. I am certain you 
care fur this abominable man; though you are so 
generous and so lenient tow:ird3 him, you sufifer some- 
thing, much more than he merits to have suffered for 
him. 

Comtesse de Riom. Pray do not make him such a 
hero, or raise me into a martyr ; we are two very use- 
less gens du monde, who if we had bad Marthe’s 
million might perhaps have gone through life in very 
fair amity together, but as we have not, shall be quite 
content to go our several ways apart. He will marry 
some heiress, and I — I dare say I shall marry, too, 
some rich old man, some day when Worth’s account 
has more zeros to it than usual. What is there to 
regret? I don’t know Italian, and I have bad Bo<.' 
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me. You care reiy much for the l>uca di Bastia ; he 
is the ool; man who has ever had power to interest 
you. You will never marry for a fortune, because you 
have refused so many alliances already which would 
have tempted you if. you had been to be bought. 
This Italian Duke is poor, but Italian poverty is graces 
ful. It lies on a marble step in the sun and smiles ; it 
is not appalling. And as it is — ^you are really im-> 
happy. 

ConUesse de Riom. One is always unhappy when 
one’s vanity has been wounded. Aly reason of course 
accepts the fact that in view of one’s not being Alarthe, 
a man can do only his best to forget one as soon as may 
be ; but at tl>c same time one cannot be proud of that, 
and 1 Lave always liked to Ik*, proud. 

Madame de Saintavge. Oh, why did you tell 
him? 

Oomteaae de Riom. For shame, Pauline! You 
would have done the same had you been in my place. 
Do not lH‘lie yourself ; wo are weak creatures perhaps, 
but we are not quite base. 

Madame de Saintange, But you care for him ! 

Comteeee de Riom. Perhaps I could have done. 
There I it is not worth while to think of any possiMli* 
ties of that -sort. 1 will sell my jewels which so fatally 
lead people to imagine that I must he a rich woman. 
When you are poor you ^have no business to wear 
diamoq^’ •'Uongn ui.j'^4^n-v.ntuaTy laws about it, 
^o{>'o<>uged to put me out of his thoi^ts. 
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«haU go into one of those delightfol Flemish B^gnin- 
ages of oitrs; 1 bare often thought ohanaing; 
thdur idoistera, their stone courts, their little quiet 
gardens, their beautiful ironwork gates. One would 
have a grey flannel gown ; one would not want Wwth’s 
advice about that. I wonder what it would feel like ; 
all the world abut out aud nothing left but recollection. 
They look peaceful euough, these women ; so do these 
old men here. Do they really grow contented ? Is it 
best after all for human life to become a stone that is 
never tamed, and feels neither the sun nor the rain ? 
[ffer maid entere with a bouquet: Madame la 

Gomtesse, M. le Duo She takes the fiowers; her 

hand iremhles.'l The Duca di Bastia ! 

Madame de Saintange. The Duca di Bastia ? He 
has not gone to Arezzo ? 

Comtesse de Riom. These flowers did not grow at 
C^maldolil He must have ordered them whilst he 
was still imder the impression that he knew the 
Comtesse Marthe! They have evidently come from 
Florence. 

Madame de Saintange. Wherever they came from, 
surely, since he has seat them now—— — 

Comtesse de Jiiom. Do not suggest such an idea 
to me ; lam convinced it is wholly groundless. 

Madame de SamtaTige. Well, flowers •have been 
the messengers of love ev«r since the world b^;an, in 
^Iie days of lilith. 
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world was vary eaiy Hve ia; ia ours it is very 
difiBoult, espaeiaUy if you are dam U tram and Itave a 
certain dignity of name to keep 19 * and little with 
whkh to do so> . The Duke and 1 axe both, in that 
portion ; his bouquet eomes to say adieOj an amicable 
adieu; thatisalL 

Madame de Saintaiige, They are nearly all 
orchids. Do orchids mean farewell or separation ? 

Oomteeae de Riom. 1 think orchids mean nothing; 
they come from the West, Lilith did not know them. 

Madame de Samtange. You are very perverse. 

Comteaee de Riom. People always find us most so 
■when we are most reasonable. 

Madame de Saiiiiange. Will you not oome down- 
stairs ? They will miss you, and will notice that your 
absence coincides with Bastia’s. 

Comteaae de Riom. I have a headache, and X do 
not care to hear peqple screaming at Poker; or see them 
growing gre^y at Roulette. 

Madame de Saintange. We con go out of doors. 

Comteaee de Riom. Do you goj I will come later. 

Madame de SairUange. Why will you not ad^it 
that you care for him ? 

Comteaae de Riom. I will admit if you like that 
my vanity has been wounded, also that the Duca di i 
Bastia is a charming companion. But I am not a.' 
pensioWMiire to weep for a lost lover, and I perfectly^ 
understand that, though he might adore me, he woulq 
^be oUiged to put me out of his thoughts. The fbin^^ 
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for vrMch I reproach myeelf k that 1 4id sot take some 
means to let him know earlier that I was as poor as he 
is. There was nothing to teU him in Borne, when one 
stajrs at an embassy and goes everywhere, that one is 
as poor as a church mouse. 

Madame de Saintange, I do not see why you 
^ould so reproach yourself. If he had inquired he 
would have learned. 

Comtesee de Riom. I am sure he would never have 
asked. He is too true a gentleman to speak to other 
persons of any woman that he regarded with any sort 
of friendship. * 

Madame de Sainianife. You think very well of him. 

Comtesee de Biam. I think he is a gentleman. 

Madame de Saintavge, Well, considering he 
comes from the Byzantine emperors, he ought at least 
to be that. 

Comtesse de Riom, It does not follow. I have 
known a descendant of great kings take the change for 
a franc from a cabman after a course. 

Matlame de Saintange. SVeli, that is better than 
squandering file money of a nation. 

Comtesse de Riom. Perhaps; but as there are 
some vices that are generous, so there are some virtues 
that are mean. 

Madame de Saintange. It is very mean, though 
It may be veiy prudent, *^10 adore a woman under the 
t hft impression that sbe has millions, and to desert her 
tbebecause the nullionB are not there. 
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ComteiM de Biom. My dear friend, you apeak as 
if I were Hetty Sorrel or Maaon Lescarit ! The Duca 
di Bastia owes no sort of allegiance to me. 

Madame de Samtange. He has been your riiadow 
for six months. 

Gomteeee de Riom. He has wasted six months 
then. He has hurt no one by doing that except him- 
self. Do you not think we have talked enough about 
him ? Pray go down ; I will follow. It is ten o’clock ; 
Poker must bo now at its height. There is a pretty 
Jewess who lets herself be plundered that she may get 
spoken to. 

Madame de Saintange. Very un-Semitic. 

Comtesee de Rlom, Not so very; look what la 
grande Jutverie wastes on entertaining the fashionable 
(Ibristians in all the capitals of the world. * Rob me, 
but visit me,’ they say to society. Pray do go down, 
my dear. If I be not too lazy I will come. 

Madame de Samtange, Lazy ! you are unhappy. 
What a pity it all is I I will leave you if you really 
wish it. 

IShegoes; Uie Comtessk de Riom takes up the 
bouquet and looks at it with a sigh. 

Comteese de Riom, Wliy did he send it ? What 
is the use ? 

In the Rejfptwy. fy] 

/ 

Mrs. VanscheUU. Is the Duke really gone/ / 
^hat a pity I Let us sign a supplica to Madame 



AT CAMALDOU. 


I3» 

Bioin* to ask her to rooaU him. There ia aehody heU 
sodaiUi^iil. 

deUa Moooalda. You make me fed 
homicidal .towards my oldest h^ieud. J eau oaly hope 
that if I were also abseot you would praise me as 
amiably. 

Mra. Vanschddt. You must deserve it first. Has 
die really refused him ? Do tell us. 

Marcheste dtUa Bocealda. I cannot imagine Bastia 
enduring that degradation ; but everything is possible 
at the hands of woman. But do wc really know that 
he offered himself? Our lively imaginations have built 
up a romance on the simple fact that we found them 
alone under some pine-trees, and thought he looked 
more serious than usual. 

Mrs. Vansckddt, And he disappears, he don’t even 
come to diimer ; she keeps her own room, her maid is 
seen carrying a magnificent bouquet, and her bosom 
friend Madame de Saintangc is as cross as two sticks in 
the salon. 

Marehese ddkt Booodlda, Which would argue 
that if Madame de Biom have been cruel she has at 
least felt remorse. v 

Mr. Wynne-JEllia (entcra with an open letter). I 
I have some curious intelligence, dear Mrs. Vanscheldt, 
which I am sure will in|^est you. I had an imfues- 
;t ion — a mere impressioa'>~-that the charming lady we 
Jmpre with tis- here was not the rich Madame de Biom ; 
beuat she was, in fact, the widow of ■ the younger 
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biotber, vbo great gamester Md died very earl; 
I arrote to a frieod of mine in Broasels, wd I -dnd mj 
impression was oorreet; imptesdoos an ttsuallj 
eomet. So t tbinic sn ma; eoaolude tbat tlte de- 
parture of the Doca di ^tia i8-~#eU-4et os say, a 
pradential pieoe of diplomacy. Perh^ be had a 
Mend in Brussels too I 

Mrn, VanaoheliU. Dear me, Mr. Ellis, hcnr kind 
of you I Have you any friend in New York, too, that 
you’ve written to about me? I do assure you our 
pile’s sound. We made it about five years ago, sending 
tinned clams to Europe. Nobody ’d thougdit of tinning 
clams till we did. {Aside to Boccaida) He’ll go and 
tell that in London and Paris. 

Marchese della Mocealda. Do you mean, Mr. 
Ellis, that this beautiful Madame de Riom, who has 
the jewels of an empress, is 8a7i8 le sm ? 

Mr. Wynner-EHis. Well, as the world looks at 
such things, she is. She had a slender dower (her 
people were the Comtes d’Evian of Brabant, very poor 
people); that is all she has now to live on, and I 

imagine her gowns ’ , 

Marchese della Retkalda. Then Bastia must have 
learned it B(»nehow or other in time ? 

Mrs. Vcmsckeldt. Probably she told him. My, 
dear Marchese, a woman bom a d’Evian, who wedded f 

t 

de Bimn, isn’t an adventuress to marry a nnn on fah 
pretences! 1 

Mr, Wynne-EUis, Any way he has evidai^ ... 
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thought prudence the better part of valour, and has 
retreated in time. 

Jtfrs. VansduJM. Then he is a white>livered cur ! 
When he has been faisant la eour the whole winter 
and spring, when he is as much in love as if he were 
eighteen I 

Marehese 'ddla Rocealda. What can be do ? He 
has hardly anything of his own. A very picturesque, 
utterly unprofitable, estate in Calabria drags on him 
like a cannon-ball, lieeausc he will not sell and cannot 
afford to improve it. He is like us all ; he is a man of 
the world, with all the ways of (ho world, and the 
extravagance of it. She is the same. They may be 
lovers if they like ; it is impossible they should marry. 
How can we all have taken for granted that she was 
the rich veuve de lliom 1 There is a rich one ? 

Mr. Wynne-Ellis. Oh yes, there is a rich one. 
Monsieur de Bastia should go and see her. I bt'lieve 
she never leaves a chateau of liers culled Quincampoix, 
but she is worth millions ; an ugly little woman, but 
he need not look at her ; with his lamentable principles 
his wife will naturally be the woman be looks at least. 

Mra. VanechehU. Well, Jjfii sorry, Madame de 
Biom hasn’t been particularly civil to me, and she has 
' a chill sort of manner with her, but she is wonderfully 
Jihandsome and 1 like her, and I wish she’d got the 
xijuaillions, and I think Folko di Bastia isn’t much of a 
simtan for running away like that. We should call it 

1 mean our side. 
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Mr. Wyn<n»-W/i8. He has c^taiolf goae. . 

Marcheae della Roecalda. What else eould he do ? 

Mr$. VanB^iddt. Wdl, he don’t reward tlie 
woman much if she were honourable enough to tell him 
herself. 1 wonder if she did, or if he found it out.. 
Madame de Saintangc looked as block as thunder last 
night. Well, men arc poor creatures. 

In the Monks' garden the next morning. 

Comtease de liiom. What a charm there is in old 
monastic gardens; in all Italian gardens indeed I In 
the datura growing with the. black cabbage, in the 
clematis climbing Iwside the beanstalks; it is all so 
rough and simple and entangled and luxuriuut, and 
yet it might all have sprung up because the feet of a 
nymph had passed by 1 1 think 1 should like to be 
one of these song-sparrows, flying all day amongst 
these green silences. .Ah, Padre Francesco! What 
beautifid roses again ! You are always so kind. Mi 
rincresee di non capire — have learned that one 
phrase of regret. 

Padre Franceaco , . La Signora Contessa deve 
imparare la nostra lingua toscana; b bdla etUle 
belle Idbhra. 

Comteme de Rlom {to herself). wish I 

ceuld talk to him 1 I would ask him the secret of hi 
content. They always saj»ii is the privilege of phiU ' 
sophers, bat surely it is rather the privilege of igsi 
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ranee. It ttua^/be etcher to be content k Italy than 
elsewhere. There ia ait in the air, and there is joy in 
the li|;fat<v If one conld only live viihont tittt silly 
great world Which is so little, which is always inakiag 
us spend so much more than we ought, and sqwmder 
onr time in follies that we despise, and put away our 
gowns unworn beoanse we have been out in them three' 
times. Oh, the intolerable nonsense of it all! And 
yet it is like any other babit, it becomes a chain ; we 
wear the chain till it grows into a very part of us. If 
one were quite happy, I think one could be content 
with very little wealth and nothing of tbe world, but 
then nobody is happy ; the world is of such nse to us 
just because it makes us forget that. I would go to 
Scheveningen or Blankcnheighe now to get out of 
myedf, only all the people here would be sure to say 
that 1 went away because he had gone. 

Dvca ni Bash A enters the garden,', he bows m eilenoe. 

Comtesse de Riom {in surimse, with a forced 
smile). Are you here still, Monsieur de Bastia? I 
thought you went to Florence 1^ night Do you 
want that note of introduction sister-in-law? I 
will go indoors and write it. 

Duca di Bastia. Pardon me; did you receive my 
bouquet? 

it ‘ Comtesse de Riom. Some gorgeous orchids ?— -yesi 
imj^ou had ordered ihetn for Marthe, I am sure. How- 
beu%r, they were not wasted on me, for I am very fond 
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of hod X pain^ oue of oa i ohina plate 

a» soon as tbe jnm 'Mts np:; one gets socb good baldts to 
tlie coonti;. 

DwaUBaatia, Did it id! you potittogr?' 

ComtesM de Biwu. . T thought it t<dd me that you 
had gone to floreuee, but it seems I was mistaken 
since you are still here. My sister-in-law—— 

Duod dA Bastm. Madame, your sister-in-law I 
am sure, everything that is most estimable in woman, 
but I confess that she does not interest me,; let us 
leave her in peace at Quincampoix. I have come here 
to speak of a person much less worthy, but who does 
interest me much more— myself. You were very cmel 
to me yesterday 

Covnieaae da Riom. On the contrary, I was most 
kind. I saved you from the consequences of your own 
iinconsidercd impulses, and from the results of a mistake 
which might have beeu to you most disastrous, had you 
been taken at your word. 

Duoa cU Baatia. You were very cruel. Yon gave 
me a dmuJie d'eau froide that it still ices my blood to 
remember. Now I not pretend to be better tbma I 
am. 1 did, 1 con£jl|j!^ understand in Some that you 
were that Comtesse de fiiom who possesses one of the 
largest fortunes in Belgium and is 

ComUoae de Riom {with irritation). My sister- 
in-law I I know. I saw yotur error, and rectified it as 
soon as I saw it. There is no to be said. You 
'owe me no apologies. 
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Duea di Baatia. l*ray listen ! 1 am one of thoie 
unhappy peof^a who have a great rank and yet are very 
poor. There are many like me in Italy. Fortune is 
not indifferent to me; no man in my position eould 
declare honestly that it was so. But you were in error 
when you said that marriage with us was only a. question 
ds chiffrea. We are not so base as that. I sent you 
my orchids that they might tell you so. Ibey seem to- 
have ^ken in vain, and yet what I meant them to say 
is very simple. It is this — I love yon I 

Comtease da Blom.. Why do yon repeat it? It is 
of no use. I thought you understood yesterday that I 
am no richer than yourself. You certainly appeared 
startled out of all illusion. 

Duca di Baatia {impatiently). Cannot you forgive 
me a few moments of disappointment and astonishment? 
I am aware that it was unromantic to show either. 
I ought to have been so indifferent to all save yourself 
that I should have Iwen scarcely sensible of what you 
told me. But you did not tell it mercifully. You 
threw your fects and your sarcasms pell-mell in my feco 
with so rude a hand that I waa^unned by them for 
the instant. You attributed mea^mary motives to me 
so unhesitatingly, and made such a jest of my declara- 
tion, that you immanned me ; I was disconc^ted and 
defenceless. La nuit porta conaeil. I went over the 
hills to Alvemia ; though I am no saint, there is a sort 
of holy influence in afch a place— it soothes one at the 
least. I do not know whether you will laugh again, or 
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again despise me, but I came back to say to you, if 
you vrould not be afraid of the future I should not. I 
could get an embassy, they have often oflFered me one ; or 
we oould lead an idyllic life all by ourselves on my old 
estates in Calabria — it is so Greek there still! We 
should be poor certainly, for I have very little, but if 
you were not afraid—— 

Comtes86 de Riom (^jrowin/j paU)* My dear 
Duke! you are dreaming. You have been asleep at 
Alvernia and had visions. You would not say these 
things if you were really awake, 

DtCca di Bastia. I am entirely awake, and was 
never in my life more serious. You should believe me, 
ior I do not attempt to disguise the truth from you, I 
tljought you a rich woman, but do not raise that 
mistake iuto a crime. I love you ; I love you for your 
beauty, for your grace, for your charm, for your frank- 
ness — for your very faults; I love you witli the love 
that makes a man willing to give his life. We are 
both gens dit movde^ as you said, but I think we are 
both something more. Let us try and make a fate for 
ourselves which shall laugh at the world, or let us 
conquer the world together, which you prefer. 

Comtesae de Riora {with emotion). You had better 
go to Quincampoix ! It would be wiser. 

Duca di Bastia. I might have been wise in that 
way very often, and I have always refused to be so. 
When tliey told me you had millions I should never 
K'have looked at you if I had not seen in you what I 

L 
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could lore. 1 bave nothing on eartli save an old name, 
an emptjr palace, and a few square miles of dassio soil 
that is 90 GYcek stall as any idyl of UteooHtus ; they 
are dd I have, but I off» them to you, , Will pu take 
them, or will yon ridicule them ? . 

ConUease de Riant {m a low voiee). If ever you 
repent, do not reproach me I I have been unhappy- 
yes, I do not mind confessing it all now, bub — fear 
we are going to be very unwise 1 

Ruaa di Bastia (kisses her hand). There is only 
one wisdom on earth ; it is to love. 

Comtesse de Riom. Take care I you will shock 
Padre Francesco ! 

Mrs. Vanseheldt (enters). Whatl are you coiffe 
back, Duke ? I thought you were gone for ever and 
ever ? Will you read us some more tales of Boccaccio ? 

Diica di Bastia. I feel more inclined for Petrarca 
to-day. But I will read anything you like, even all 
you ladies’ fortunes if you desire me. , 

Mrs. VanscheZdt (with a smile). I guess you liave'y 
already told Madame de Kiom’s 1 ^ 
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Cloth of gold, do not despise 
To match thyself with cloth of frieze 
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Scene I. 

Tlie long arbutus alley in tlie grounds of the Villa 
Ludovisi in Rome* 

Present : L’Ea?TRAXOE and Ipswich* 

V Estrange. Not to feel the Ludovisi Juno 1 

What an utter Philistine jou are ! 

Ipswich. Well, it’s a big stone head. If you 
hadn’t told me, I should have thought it was some 
severe mother-in-law of some dead Cains or Valerius. 

V Estrange. How right Matthew Arnold is! 
What absolute, shameless, besotted blockheads English 
Philistines are ! 

Ipswich. One can’t be a pillar of light like you, 
and adore marble dolls and pictures as brown as a 
cocoa-nut. 

V Estrange. Can a ^pillar’ ‘adore’? Confine 
yourself to Pall Mall jargon. You are only intelligible 
then. 



AFTEHmON. 


ISO 

. ♦ 

Ipamichi,^k i saj now, tdl me, a4at iZo yon 
iesib^teiB toe ^ bust? ' 

PSt^/rwigi. Wfaatie the uto of It 

.is {he .jviutot ideal of womanhood ; -- 

fyawich (warmma). I prefer Jeanne I 

PSstrange. It is the symbol of chastity, dignity, 
maternity, sovereignty. It is divine. It should be set 
in the centre of St. Peter's, and have the church dedi- 
cated to its worship. Almost I become a Comtist 
before that glorious incarnation of woman I If you had 
any mind or soul, you would feel so too ; as you are a 
mere lump of flesh, clothed by Poole, yon can never 
understand it, let it be explained to you how it may. 

Ip»wich. A lump of flesh ! I! When Pve won 
the Grand Military three times running ! 

PEbtrange (with acorn). A steeplechase is your 
limit and conception of the divine ! 

Ipewich. Oh, 1 say, it's not to be sneezed at ; and 
you ride hard enough yourself sometimes at home. 

PEatrange. . To ride is one thing; to tear over 
hurdles in a monkey’s silk jacket, with all the scum of 
the betting ring cursing you as you break your beast’s 
back in a ditch, is another. Who is that coming 
yonder ? She knows you. 

Ipawioh. That is the Princess Sanfriano—such a 
jcdly little cat t 

PEvtaranga. Surely not Iti^n ? ' 

IpamiA. Canadian. AwfliUy nice. She don’t 
get on with her husband ; but, herself rim runs pretty 
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atraighib ais yet. Sho'd'no end of aupey; which tha 
0ftU marrii^twir foTy'of 

Priariem (waning dosi io tkem). ;Loid IpMichl 
^ y<m * doing Borne.’ like. C^k^s okmabs t 

Ipmieh. Frineessy will you allow' one. of ttty. 
friends to have the honour ? [InitodvdSti 

Princm {to L’Esxbasge). Have you been long in 
Borne ? 1 don’t remember to have met you, and we 
all meet fifty times a wdek somewhere. 

L* Estrange, 1 came last night only ; but I always 
than society in Home. 

Prints. -Good gracious! "Why? 

Ipeimeh. Ho thinks it profanity hete--~money- 
cliangers in Temple, you know ; that sort of fiseUng. 

Princess. Z sec. Well, he will commit lus first 
blatphemy at my house to-morrow. Mind you bring 
him. 

V Estrange {nmrinurs sulkily). Too kind— 
charmed. w 

Princess {continues). And as reward you shall 
see my beautiful and famous friend, Madame Glyon. 
She never goes out, so you can’t see her anywhere 
else. 

£' Estrange {interested). Not the artist ? 

Prmoess. Certainly, the artist. But prepare 
yourself } she is as lovely as she is clever. Yon have 
seen the things she can do? 

L'EstrCmge (with a UtUe shudder), Ihe thinde ! 
Certainly, Princess. I never miss the <Sd2o», and the 
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gra&d kiidscapes of Madame Glyon are one of Ute few 
spiritual and yet perfectly faithful works that the age 
has afforded us. 

Tpswkh^ He praises something modem at last! 
Borne will fall 1 Do you know, Princess, he has been 
boring me all tlic morning about the big head in there ; 
it appears to me to have a * front ’ like my landlady 
in Duke Street, and wear the severity of countenance 
suitable to a Dame at Eton. 

r^nneesa^ ffhe Ludovisi Juno? Ahl I can’t soe 
much in it ; but Madame Glyon raves about it. 

TjUatrange. If you will allow me,* I will go and 
rave again also at the goddess’s shrine, for I find I left 
a volume of Winckelmann in the gallery* 

Princess. I« that the L’Estrangc ? 

Tpsivicli. "What do you mean ? 

Princess. I mean the one who was such a brute to 
bis wife. 

Ipsivich, Brute! Nonsense, my dear Princess; 
he made a horrible mistake, tried to remedy it, and 
failed. 

P) 'Inoess. He hilled her! 

[IrswTCir laughs out loud. 

Princess {very severely). Oh ! we know very well 
men never kill with neglect, or ilbtemper, or insult ! 
I say he hUUd her ; killed her as much as if he had 
danced on her in I-ancashire clogs, or put arsemic in her 
sherry. Why, he used to write notes to her about the 
wrong way she held her teacup ! 



AFTERNodN. 


*53 


IpBV)ich^ Woll, why not? He martied a little 
peasant. 

l^rmoesB. She was a gardener’s daughter; Tenny- 
son has sanetified that. 

Ipswich. She was a gardener’s daughter, and he 
saw her first hoeing potatoes. 

Prmcess. Pineapples ! 

Ipswich. Potatoes! Princess, excuse me, but 
people don’t hoe pineapples, and she — was — hoemg 1 

Princess. Very well, if she weMt? She didn’t 
brain him with her hoe! She didn’t ask him to marry 
he^. 

'Ipswich That was his Quixotic chivalry. He has 
repented it over since. 

Princess Do you mean to say he has redeeming 
grace enough in him to feel remorse ? 

Ipswich Oh, remorse! Come, I say! That is 
rather strong. 

Princess. He ought to be haunted to his dying 
day. The Lords ought to have impeached him and 
hanged him in Palace Yard. 

Ipswich Dear Princess, be reasonable! What 
did he do? You can’t have heard the right story. 
He married the French peasant when she was fifteen — 
beautiful as a dream, that I grant, but ignorant ! • • . 
Oh, Lord, you don’t believe me, I see ; but I assure you 
she tried her gloves on her feet, and asked the servants 
to warm her first ice ! 

Princess {severely). Not reasons to divorce a 
^ woman. 
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‘fyamch. l)ivoroeI Who talked of ^ 
bore it all like an aogeL « , 

Piimceis. While he vas in love, fixaetly. .. Then 
in six months’ time all ihe blonden ai^ the iaiioeence 
that had seemed to him so divine, grew stupid, ugly, 
unenduisble I — I know,'*-a&d she was sacrificed to the 
petty shame of a capricious and atr(^;ant young man 
who knew nothing of any passion save the basest and 
most fleeting form of it. 

Ipawu^. at all — nothing of the kind. Of 
coinse he began to see that he had done a thing that 
put him in a bole ; that it was out of the question to 
take her about in London ui all ; of course he remem- 
bered his position. 

Princess. Position 1 The one god of the Engli^- 
man! 

Ipstvick. Then there was his mother — ^wild. 

Princess. 1 can imagine the British matron under 
such circumstances 1 Poor Claire I 

Ipswich. How did you know her name ? 

Princess. I was at the convent he sent her to — 
the beast! 1 was a good deal younger than she (we 
always say that, you know), and I was struck by her 
beauty, by her despidr, by her history — ^as any duld 
would he. 

Ipmieh. And she really did — ^kill—herself ? 

Primness. He really did kill her, if you want to 
speak the truth. They could do nothing with her, 
naturally; she was sunk in apathy and mirery; 
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nothuig lOtised ber; and when «he drowned herself 
ho was as mueh her ntarderer as though ha'had kUled 
her with h» own rifle. , ' * 

Mj dear Prboess! Hov ooi^'hia aver 
foresee,it?, , • ' 

Pnn(»88. If he had had two grains of sense, a 
pin's point of a heart, he would have kmon it? Can 
you worship a woman for six months and make her 
mistress of all you possess, and then turn hW ojST to be 
a schoolgirl in a convent ? 

Ipswich {doggedly). I don’t see what else he 
could do. Of course in two years’ ‘time or so he would 
bare taken her hack. I don’t* see how he could have 
stood the chaff of London if he had gone on living with 
a TourainO peasant girl who didn’t know the common 

A B C of manners, and 

Princees {passionately). You will excuse me. 
Lord Ipswich, but 1 prefer the veriest Don Juan of 
them all to such a cold-hearted, paltry-spirited truokler 
to conventionalities. I say 1 prefer Mephistopheles 
himself! I can tell by the look of him that this 
wretch never cared straw. He is as cold as a 
Canadian winter, and as self-engrossed as-^ — 

Ipswich. Well, you know it’s eleven years ago. A 
fellow can’t wear crape on his hat all his life. 

Prvncess. Lord Ipswich, I hate you. do and ask 
if my carriage is at the gate. I see my friend at the 
end of the alley, and I want to speak to herialone. 

H Ipswich. Why, she’s living in yoxir own house. 
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Surely you’ll let me stop, and send that hoy sweeping 
yonder for your carriage ? 

jPrinoess. How should that hoy know my carriage? 
Go directly, or never venture to how to me again. 
Jpiwieh, Dread and unjust lady, I fly I . 

Princess, How glad I am to he rid of him 1 All 
tills distance off, I can tell she has something to say to 
me, and this morning it can only be — Well, my dearest 
dear ! You look pale. 

Mus. Gltos enters : site Imht fimve^ a little agitated; 
site seats herself on a stone bench beside the PniK- 
CBSS. For a moment she does not speak. 

The Princess {eagerly and anxiously). You have 
seen that man ? 

Mme. Glton gives sign of acquiescence; then, in a 
low voice, says : 

You knew he was in Home ? 

Princess. No — no — no! ■ Good heavens 1 as if I 
would not liave told you ! Hut when did you see him ? 
how? where? He was talking here with Ipswicli a 
moment since. 

Mme. Glyon. Ho was entering the sculpture 
gallery as I came out. [lien' voice is faint and grave. 
Princess, And you said nothing happened? 

Mme. Glyon, What should liappcu ? 

Prmeess. Much. If I were you 1 
Mme. Glyon {smiling slightly). You and I are 
very unlike, my dear. I have seen him often in th.^ 
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streets ia Paris, and even in the Salon before one of 
my ovm pictures} it is nothing new; nothing to 
wonder at; only — only— — 

Prvneeas {gMemg her mnshado into the eartii). 
Only— scoundrels have the power to torture good 
women when they have lost all title even to be re- 
membered by them. 

Mme. Ghjon (dreamily). I do not think he has a 
grey hair yet ; and I, how many ? 

PHnceae {with scorn). I dare say he dyes I 

Mme. QVyon {indignantly). Eidiculousl He 
never cared in the least how he looked, and he is not a 
ci-devant beau of sixty. 

\Her voice gives way and she bursts into tears. 

Princess {sympathetic and yet angry). Oh, my 
darling, I know how you feel ; and yet, how can you feel 
anything ? You must be a very much more forgiving 
woman than 1 ! I should hate him, loathe him, abhor 
liim ! I should tear his eyes out of his head — I should 
make him scenes wherever I met him, so that he would 
grow afraid of his very shadow I 

Mme. Glyon {with an effort). Like the deserted 
mistress of the stereotyped boulevard novel I I am 
quite sure you would do nothing of the kind, 
Laura. 

Princess. I should ! Or probably I should have 
shot him long ago. 

Mme. Glyon. Qml mModrainel You are very 
violent to-day. 
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Because that idiot Ipswich has been 
having the impudoace to defend him. 

Mme, Qti/m. You spoke of me ? 

JMnoesa. We <q>oke of LnSstrange^s sMud^e and 
of his conduct to his wife. Ipswich is his friend. He 
made lame excuses. It has left me rabid fiat the day* 
I tell you, my dear, I have not your divine forgiveness! 

Jfms. Olifon {yoiOi cMmsa), Who told you I 
forgave? Not I. 

Prmeeee. Your conduct! Patient Grizel was 
never gentler. 

Mme. Glyon. You do not read character very well, 
Iianra. You have been the best of iiriends to roe, my 
love, but 1 think you have always taken me on trust. 
You have never understood what I felt or why 1 acted. 

Princess, Oh no ; you are like the Ludovisi Juno 
to me. 1 gaze ; I try to admire ; I am dumb ; I fail, 
to comprehend. I cannot appreciate the Colossal. 

Mme. Glyon (with a Ured amUe). Am 1 colossal ? 
1 am as unconscious asjhe Juno herself. 

Princess, Colossal! You are supernatural! Now, 
if you had torn his coat oif his back in that gallery, 
you would have been human and akin to one. 

Mme. Glyon (afemly). Do not talk in that fsshion, 
Laura. It is quite mworthy of you, and you do not 
mean it. 

Primma. I do. 

Mme. Glyon. At all events, spare me the express 
eion of your soitimeats when they take that colour, j 
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Meanwhile, do eomething ebo for me. ‘Yoxt axe 
intimate with 1/ml Ipswich. Leam from liinii if-^- 
if*-^his fzieiui stajs long at Borne. Bechaw if he. 
do, I will returh to Faiis ajxd odme to ydn aome other 
time. ' ' ' “ 

Prmem (rapidly). I know he is going away 
directly— Asia Minor, I think. (Aside. I never dare 
tell her I have asked him for to-morrow night !) But, 
if you have passed him so often in Paris, it can’t 
hurt you so very much to pass him in Borne ! 

Jlfme. Glyon (m a Imo tone). It hnr^ me always. 

Princess (k’isses Jier hand wUh effmion). Oh, my 
dear Claire, forgive me ! I am a wretch, and, of course, 
I am quite incapable of understanding yon. ^ What 
does the proverb say ? Fools, you know, always rush in 
where anybody else would Ik* afraid to tread. 

Enter Ipswich. 

fysvneh. Ten thousand pardons if I’ve seemed 
ages, but your people were right down at the end of 
Via S. Basilio. 

Princess. Thanks. I must be off. I’ve got the 
J8.panese Legation to breakfast, and it’s one o’cloc!? 
now. 

Ipswich. Let me go to the gates with you. 
(Aside to the Pionobss) Is that your great artist? 
What a beautiful creature ? 

Princess, You shouldn’t say so to me, as she is the 
Ttyeoise opposite of everything I ain 1 But she is very 
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handsome. I can’t jnttodace you, for she won’t Imow * 
Btrangers; and she hates Englishmen. 

\Exit from, ihe alley ; Mus. Giton a litiU 
behind the Pimicnss and IfsviCH. 


SCEKE II. 

Dratvliig-room, Palazzo Saiifriano. 

Present; The Pbixcess, Mme. Gltox, Ladt Cowes, 
Maschesa Zaseiki, Ipswich, various minor j>er- 
sonages. It is six o’cImL Tea on a gvAridon. 

Lady Cowes (whispering to Mauceesa Zanzixi). 
Such a dear creature, tho Princess; hut she always 
does know such queer people ! 

Marchesa. Who you mean? La Glyou? Oh, 
but an artist, you know — that excuse everything! 

Lady Cowes. In a studio, peihaps. Nut in a 
drawing-room. 

Marchesa (laughing). Ah, you dear Englisli ! 
you are always so ironed — I mean, so starched ! For 
me, I care for my own house ; but I care not who I 
meet other people’s. 

Lad/y Cowes. But the Princess introduces her ! 

Marchesa. What if she do? The new woman 
must call first. You not return her card. That very 
simple. Everything stop there. 

Lady Cowes. But the Princess would pevor for- 
give it ! 



^AFTEJ^NOON. 


i6i 

Marchem (stolidly). Pooh 1 What matter what a 
little bastarda American like or no like ? 

Lady Cowss (shocked). Oh, dearest Marchesal 
Indeed, indeed, the poor Princess vras not — ^was not 
what you say. She was Kwhody^ indeed ; but I am sure 
her parents were quite respectable, and very rich. 
Indeed, my son, when he was fishing in Canada, dAned 
with them ! 

Marchesa (shaking ivifh laughing). Ah, ha! and 
the dinner is the sacrament of respectability; is it not 
so ? But I mean not what you think. Bastardo with 
us, that mean, what you call it, mongrel — not born 
— nfe de rien — how you wiy it? 

Lady Cowes (still shocked). Yes, yes; I see 
(juiteso; you speak English so beautifully, Marchesa 1 
Ah, dear Lady St. Asaph is over there. 

and goes to that end of room 

Marchesa (to Ipswich), (bme here and recount 
me of the stipple-chase. You won, they tell me; is 
tliat 80 ? 

Ipswich. Yes; after a fiishion. I rode an awful 
screw. 

Marchesa. Screw? There is corkscrew; there is 
screw to a steamship ; there is screw that you put into 
wood ; how you can ride a screw ? Tell me. 

Princess (passing by). Marchesa, he will call you 
a purist. 

Marchesa. Ah, my dear, as you are here, t . h 
who IS your friend, La Glyon ? ^ 

U2 
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PHn^ess {colours a little)* She is Madame Grlyon. 
Surely you have heard of her ? 

Mar<Ae8a* My child ! She is oiae of those of ifi^hom 
one hears fifty thousand things eveiy five minutes, but 
perhaps none of them may be very true things* That 
is -why I ask you (becaixse Lady Cov do ask me) v?ho 
\7as she, whence come she, who was M. Glyon — or, it 
maybe, who is he ? 

PriTicess* She is a widow. Forgive me, there 
are people coming in. 

^ [Escapes to receive rmv comers, 

Marchesa, She not care to talk about her. That 
is ill. I will ask CSarlino. 

Ipswich* Who is he ? 

Marckesa* Sanfriano. Carlino! 

Sanfriano. Marchesa ? 

Marchesa* Who is La Glyon, your wife's friend? 
I spik English because quests gents they not spik 
Italian. 

Ipswich* I’m afraid ws haven’t often such good 
manners in return ! 

Marchesa* Pooh I We not come to you for man^ 
n&r8\ we come to you for morahl Carlino, answer 
me, who is La Glyon ? 

Sanfriano* On my honour, I do not know. She 
was at the same convent with Laura m<*'Paris* They 
^ great friends. 

Y hixrehssa* And who was Monsieur Glyon ? ^ 

\ive it I ' VO That 1 cannot tell you. A scoundreli 
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I believe, who married her when she was very yotmg. 
You know, of course, that she is a great artist ? 

MarcheBO* You never ask the Principessa more ? 
Sanfriano^ 1 never ask the Prinoipessa anything ; 
quite content if she retu^ the compliment* There is 
the Californian beauty* Look at her. Is she not 
adorable ? Fresh as & daisy ; white as a lily 1 

[He goes to greet the Californian beauty* 
Marchcaa. There is something bad about La Glyon. 
I shall not send her a card to my ball. 

Lady* St. Aeaph. How do, Marchesair? How are 
your sweet little grandchildren ? They were quite the 
stars of the babies’ ball at our embassy. Do tell me — - 
(drops her voice) — ^you know everything Lady Cowes 
has been making me quite uncomfortable about that 
Frenchwoman over there, who is staying with the 
Princess. She says she is — ^well, you know, not at all 
what one likes to meet where one visits. Is it true ? 

Mardiesa. I shall not send her card for my ball ; 
Sanfriano think not well of her ; her husband, he dis- 
appear ; not a soul know who she was. 

Lady St. Asaph. But it is intolerable of tbe 
Prinoipessa I I am gxieved I brought my girls 

Marehesa {grimly). She will not eat dem. She 
only get all the men round her. 

Ladg St, Asaph. Perhaps she is separated I 
Marehesa. Bat is very likely. Why not? 

Lady St, Asaph. But it is horrible, scandalous ! 
Couldn't one speak to the French ambassador ? ■ 
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L'Edrange {to Pkincbss). Dear Friscipessa, will 
you not do for me the kindness that you denied me the 
other night? 

Princess (nervously), Madame Glyon never makes 
new acquaintances. 

VEatrange, But die and I* should have so many 
themes of talk in common, and honestly, I admire her 
pure and wonderful genius so greatly. 

Princess {'pettishly). Oh, she is bored to death 
with people praising her genius. 

VEstrange, Undiscerning praise, perhaps. Noth- 
ing more wearisome ; but — ^ 

Ips'mich, But this Buskin of the drawing-room, 
this St. James Street prophet, this sesthetic of ipsihe- 
tics, who sees no excellence out of Lionardo, will give 
her a very different thing to vulgar compliment. 

VEstrange (coldly). Certainly ; I should presume 
to offer her sympathy. 

[At that moment Mme. Glton, %vho is at the tear 
table, has the lace at her wrist cavght by the 
spirit-flame of the silver keiilc ; her sleeve takes 
Jive, L’Estbange is quicker than any one: he 
extinguishes th^ burning lace with his handker- 
chiefs and is slightly burnt in the palms of his 
hands, Mme. Glyon says nothing, hut sits 
dovm and grows very pale. Buzz of excite- 
meni from others round them, 

Ij Estrange {smiling). Indeed, I am not hurt. 
The skin scorched — ^nothing more. Madame Glyon, 
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fate has been kinder to me than the Prinoesa. I have 
implored in vain a presentation to you. Will you not 
allow the kettle to be my sponsor? If you will not, I 
assure you that I will pour vitriol on my fingers and 
declare that I am crippled for life by saving you 1 

Mme. Qlyon (hoios coldly). I have to thank you for 
great presence of mind. I fear you are hurt yourself. 

V Estrange. Would that I were! But, at all 
events, let the kettle’s misdemeanour allow me to in- 
troduce myself, and — will you not at least give me a 
cup of tea? 

Mme. Glyon {she p^trs him out a cupful as shs 
speaks). As you please. 

\IIe seats himself at the table. 

Lady Cowes {to Lady St. Asaph ). Is it not extra- 
ordinary, niy dear Anne, how women of that kind of 
character always attract men ? 

Lady St. Asaph. Because they lay themselves out 
for it I 

Marchesa Zansrini {aside to Ipswich). Ah, hal 
And what do your girls do at your lawn-tennis ? I not 
wish to know La Glyon, but I am quite sure she never 
jump about in jersey with perspiring man in shirt! 

Lady Cowes {to Lady St. Asaph). How anxious 
the little Princess looks because Lord L’Estrange has 
got attracted by that woman I But why does she have 
her here ? Is it because — {mysteriously) — ^because tlie 
Prince compels her to be civil, do you think ? 

Lady St Asaph {also mysteriously). It can hardly 
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be that* You know he would not be ixUotfjed by the 
Duchess Dauta ; — she holds him eo close* 

Zady Cowes. Then, what can it be ? She was at 
the same convent as the Princess. Is it |)ossible she 
knows of any school-girl imprudence, and therefore 
has to be propitiated ? 

Marckesa ZanzinL Suppose that it only just is 
that they do like each other ? 

Lady SU Asaph {with a sour smile). I don’t 
think that’s possiWe! Why, when they are together 
she actually hills the little Princess, overtops her, 
washes her out ! No ; there be a reason for the 

friendship. We will hope that it is a good one. 

Mai'chesa {tvith a chuckle). And pray tliat it is a 
wicked one, eh ? Oh, look not so scandalised. Oood 
reasons, they give other folk no diversions 1 I cannot 
endure them myself. 

Lady Coives. You are cynical, Marchesa? 

Marclma. Ah no 1 It is not me who have ever 
the spleen I 

Lady Cowes. To be sure — of course ; your lovely 
BUD, no fog, no east wind ; who could be ill-natured in 
Italy? 

Marchesa. To be certain, nobody, unless they 
* bring with them their ill-nature in the train, as they do 
bring their umbrellas, and their sponges, and their — 
how you call it— portable baths? 

Ipswich (asidCf laughing). How merciless you are, 
Marchesa ! 
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Marche (oMde). Ahl that Miladi Cow, die 
make me impatient* It in just that she want Milord 
L’Estrange for her daughter Luisa. La Glyon, she is 
nobody; I not know her mjself ; but she is handsome, 
and to men she is cold. Seel she leave L’Estrange 
now and go and talk to that old Monmgnore instead. 
Your friend, he look gloom — ^how you say it ? — ^glum ? 
He not like to be ylante-la alone with the teacups I 

Ipswich {with surprise).* She does seem uncivil 
to him. 

Marchesa (with sarcastic smile). You English- 
men, you so spoiled by your own women, you think 
any woman who not throw herself at your bead uncivil. 
Yonr women are forwards, and tlmi is always bad. It 
sp<»il men. 

Ipswich {with a sigh). Well, they do butter us, 
and come after us, too much at home, that’s true. 
You can’t got away from ’em anywhere. 

Marchesa {giimly). Poor creature I You honey ; 
they flics. Now here, it is we are the honey. That is 
prcjttier. 

Ipswich. Much prettier, and a long shot better 
fun. 

Marchesa. Long shot! You speak strange Eng- 
lisli, you young men. Well, I go ; it is seven o’clock. 
,1 dine your embassy. You dine too ? A rivederei. 

[A general risi/ng; people go out one by one. 
L’Estranui! approaches ths Prxkcess to say 
adieu. 
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L'Estrange. Madame, your friend is too cruel; 
she scarcely deigns to speak to me. 

Princess (sharply). I am sure you must have done 
80 much cruelty yourself, and endured so little from 
others, that the change is the best thing possible for 
you 1 

VEstrange (a little coldly). Certainly Madame 
Glyon is a gieat artist and I am only a poor dilettante ; 
still, I cannot see what I can have done to offend her, 
and 

Ipswich. You have been snubbed? How de- 
licious ! I could kiss the carpet where Madame Glyon’s 
feet have just passed ! It is the very thing you have 
wanted all your life long, only it comes too late ! 

L* Estrange. Ecally, Ipswich, you have a good deal 
of the Margate ’Arry about you. You have all the wit 
of a cheap-tripper. Princess, you are so exquisitely 
kind yourself that I feel confident you will soften the 
lu‘iirt of your friend towards one of the most sincere 
admirers of her genius, and, if I may add it without 
offence — of herself. 

PHneess (giving him her hand in farewell). I 
think I shall do nothing of the sort. To be ‘ out in 
the cold ’ a little must be excellent discipline for you 
who have been brought up in a hothouse amidst pjira- 
sites all your life. 

EEstrange. A frost more often kills than cures, 
madame. 
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Ipswich. Princess 1 You* wM promise me the 
cotillon to-night? Pray 

PHncess. I will tell you, after the last waits, 

[They taJce leave of her and exeunt 

Princess (left alone)* Marco, go and heg Madame 
Glyon to be so good as to come to me a moment. 

[Servant exit 

Princess (aloud). Good heavens I What wretches 
men are 1 If she were his wife now, he would be finding 
every fault in her that a human creature could have, 
and be for ever writing notes to her about convention- 
alities, and broaches of precedence at her last dinner- 
party! Just because she seems something new, un- 
common, indifferent, incomprehensible, the base weak 
monster is piqued and almost in love ! They are all 
alike — all alike ! If I were but somebody else’s wife, 
Sanfriano would be mad about me, aud ruin himself in 
five minutes to satisfy my caprice or my curiosity. 
Because 1 am his wife, he never even sees what sort of 
gown I’ve got on ; and if he is obliged to spend an 
hour with me, he goes to sleep I And yet I am ten, 
fifteen, twenty million times prettier than that yellow, 
lean, black-browed Danta 'woman! (Mme. Glton 
enters.) Ah, dearest Claire, how good of you to come 
down again ; but there are heaps of time before dinner, 
and I did so want to tell you — you have made that man 
in love with you. 

Mvie. Glyon. Laura I If you were any one else 
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Prmce$8. Than 3%0elf, you would leave my house 
before dinner! But I am myself, dear, and privileged 
to say anything. Don’t look so stem, and so reproach- 
ful. If you choose, in a fortnight’s time he will be as 
much in love with you as — as 

Mme. Olymu As he was with a gardener’s daugh- 
ter in Touraine ! 

Princess* Oh Claire ! you are the proudest woman 
in the world. 

Mme* Olyon. No, I api the humblest, or should be, 
for I have been the most humbled. 

Princess. But now, if you took your revenge ? 

Mme. Glyon. Eevcnge ? A ghastly word, not one 
I like or use. 

Princess. It was a religion here in Home, ana 
should bo yours. Oh, my dear, I know we arc not in 
the days of daggers, and that if wc were, you would not 
use one; but I mean a vengeance innocent enough, but 
just. Make this man love yoti, and then, when he will 
suffer tortures an your rejection, tortures of passion, 
tortures of pride, then — avenge yith one word ^No’ 
the gardener’s daughter of Touraine. You will ? You 
will? 

Mme. Glyon* Laura! you talk as if life were a 
game of tennis, or a struggle between two gamesters — 
nothing more. You never understand 

Princess. I never understand life as you see and 
read it. To accept outrage and neglect, to condemn 
yourself to solitude and sterility ; to let the destroyer 
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of it pass off unpQQishedy and iiave society like a gilded 
ball at his foot, to kick or play 'with-MluB is what you 
think faononr and dignity and duty. Well, to sae it is 
a folly, nothing more; a grand, idiotic, suhUtne, and 
most useless tomfoolery. There I 

Jlfme. Glyon. My dear, we see things with such 
different eyes. I said so the other day. I grieve tlat 
I listened to you, and stayed here against my better 
judgment; but who could foresee the little aoddent 
that gave him opportunity and leave to speak to 
me? 

Princess. Irnd ho .admires you Iwyond everything ; 
your pictures he thinks perfection ; yourself 

JUme. OJyon {iciih Jwat and pain). Ob, spare me, 
for heaven’s sake, more evidence that no ray of recol- 
lection dawns on the utttT night of his absolute forget- 
fulness. Ilis admiration — his I A dog would have 
more recognition, more instinct, more remembrance. 

Princess {surprised). But you always dreaded any 
recognition ? 

Mme. Qlyon (hmng her cahnne88)\ Who has said 
that our granted wishes are our curses ? Do not mis- 
take me ; I know thilb any suspicion on his part would 
lead to misery for him and for myself, and were 
them any chance of it, I would ^ut seas and deserts 
between him and me. Yet — ah, my dear, women are 
weak 1 when he looks at me as on a stranger, when he 
speaks to me with the compliment of society, it is bard 
to bear. 
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Princess. But, dearest, do be reasonable* To bim 
70 U have been dead so long : there is your memorial 
marble in his chapel. What can you expect him 
to 

Mme. Olyon. I know, I know I 1 said the same 
thing myself the other day in the Ludovisi gardens. 
Yet one might have thought — when I spoke — some 
accent, some tone might have touched some chord in 
his heart. 

Princess. He has none I He never had any. 
Would be have done what he did 

Mrae. Glyon. What he did was done from pride. 
He was u&bamed of me ; he was mortified before his 
world by my ignorance .and my errors. Perhaps I 
should have understood that, but I was so young. You 
cannot give a child of fifteen all the most exquisite 
joys of love and life for a year’s time, and then drive 
her away from all the happiness you have taught her 
and consign her to the dreary tedium of a convent life 
without making her mad or wojvse ! I loved bim — you 
know how I loved him I Could he widow me at sixteen 
and think I should be patient? And then to know 
how he had wearied of me, how he blushed for me, 
because I knew not all the little laws of his own world ; 
how every day had been a greater shame and bitterness 
of regret to him until he thrust me out of sight and 
memory under the sophist’s pretext that I had received 
no education and should gain it best amongst the 
women of my own religion 1 Oh God I the torture of 
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it, the martyrdom, the death in life I And you think 
to please me and console me because you tell me that 
he admires my pictures and my fa^ ! 

Princess. Claire 1 you frighten me. Pray don’t be 
angry. I only thought, I only meant, if I were you I 
should revenge myself. You are famous, you are beau- 
tiful, you are independent ; I would make him die of 
love for me, and die in vain ! He has no heart, but be 
has passions. I would wring his very soul I 

Mme. Olyon. You would do nothing of the kind 
if you had loved him once. Nor would there be 
decency or dignity in any such poor revenge as that. 
Besides — what a romance you weave because he scorched 
bis band ! He only sought me because he is a connois- 
seur, and therefore artists are the poor moths he puts 
under his microscope. 

Princess. But you must feel proud of having 
achieved such a position for yourself. 

Mme. Glyon. I can he proud of nothing. A man 
loved me, and wearied of me. That is humiliation 
enough to crush the pride of an empress into dust. 

Princess. You should not he humiliated at all. 
You are greater than he. You should scorn him. 

Mme. Olyon {with her teeth set). Perhaps I do. 
But that cannot take the sting from the wound. Yes, 
it was cruel, and so contemptible ! He was a man of 
the world ; he knew' its codes, its exactions, its false 
estimates ; he knew also that a peasant child, taken 
from field and orchard, who had only learned the Credo 
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ojQi} the alphabet, could not by any miiacle oomprehaid 
the and the demands, the rigour and the mockery 
of a patcioiaa society. He should have sent me to the 
convent-first, and waited for marriage until X was more 
fit fear his people and his spb^. Indeed — indeed — 
had he said even to me, when he did send me from him, 
* Do this for love of me, my child,’ I would, I think, 
have borne the ezUe and the shame of it. But he grew 
colder and colder, more silent every day; he was 
too courteous to say to me all he felt, but in his eyes I 
read the daily humiliation Umt I was to him, and when 
he wrote to me — wrote to me ! — that he was going on 
an Indian tour, and would be away two years, and 
those two years he wished me to pass at the convent 
learning, as be phrased it, tlte ordinary rules and graces 
of society ; what girl of my age then could have en- 
dured such agony ? And I — I adored the veiy dust he 
trod, 1 would kiss tlie heads of the dogs he had laid his 
hand on ! To him, no doubt, it was but one of many 
episodes ; an idyl ' lived out and fotmd insipid. Ko 
dmibt I was ignorant, and for him my ignorance was 
fatigae and shame ; but to me ho and his love were all 
my life, and I could not tell why what he had earlier 
praised as pure and fresh and unconventional should 
have later lost all charm for him— could not tell — 
htish 1, There is the Prince ! 

Pmtes (mvtering). Care nmt are you not going 
to dress to-night? We dine in ten minutes, l^uia, 
and then there will be two hoars wanted for yon to get 
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into your ball coBtuniie, and we mu»i be puoetnal, sinoo 
the Queen goes. ' > 

Princess. Oh I the Goort never gets anywhere tiU 
eleven. Yon always fidget so I and you fuet always late 
youraelf. My maid always gets mednto my clothes in 
fifteen minutes by the dock. I do not pahit my skin. 

Prime. There is so very little to put on yon when 
it is question of a ball I Two inches of corsage- and a 
little wreath for a sleeve. It might be done in^tw 
minutes 1 

Princess. My gowns are always decent. The 

Ducbess Danta’s exhibition of her vertebne-' 

Mme. QJyon (jpvshing Iter gep,tly to the door). My 
dear ! what is the use of that ? It prevents nothing, 
and embitters everything. 

Prince {angrily). Madame Glyon, you see J She 
prick, prick, prick me every hour like that, and then 
she do wonder that I like better other women ! 

Mme. Qlyon, My dear Prince, what pricks you is 
your conscience. You know you do neglect Laura sadly. 
Prince {opening his eyes widely). I leave her 
alone. She has her own way. I only want her to do 
the same by me. Ma quando sono gelose le dorinel — 
Mme. Qlyon {emUing). No wife is wise. But I 
shall be late for dinner. 

Pri/iue {to himself). That is a wmnan I could 
have got on with ; not that 1 care about her. Antonio I 
unUeokierHm di VermotUh. 

' . .totoarde dnmng-vceim. 
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SCEiVB III. 

Btudio of Aldred Dorian* Tapestried WaUa, PahU^ 

inffSf MarbleSf Bronzes^ Cai'ved Chairs^ Artistic 

Litter* 

Present : Dobian and Mmb. Glton. ^ 

Dorian (turning dissatisfiedt from one of Ills 
easels)* You are a greater artist than I. 

Mme* Glyon* Oh I pas de phrases^ You are a 
Titian, and paint physiognomy for posterity; I am 
but a poor limner of windmills, corn-fields, and little 
brooks that wash the linen. 

Dorian* You portray the face of Nature. It is 
the higher art. The sunset is nobler than a rosy 
cheek. 

Mme* Glyon* I can only paint a rosy apple. 

Dorian* Who would dare say that of you? You 
are as true, as grave, and as lofty as Millet. 

Mme* Glyon (smiling)* Yon must be a very great 
man to say that of a woman — if you mean it. 

Dorian* I always mean what I say, and to you I 
could not use an empty flattery if my lips could 'frame 
one (he pauses^ Imitating). Madame — Claire — ^you 
are greater in the art we love than I am, far greater, 
but I can own it with frankness and without jealousy, 
because — because — cannot you divine why ? 

^ Mme* Glyon. Because you have a noble nature, 
and also too great a distrust of yourself* ^ 
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Dorian. No I It is because I love you. 

Mine. Olyon {atarivg at him with 
eyes). Love me P Me f Are you mad, Dorian ? 

Dorian* Mad ? No ; if I be, it is a lunacy that 
many share. Have you never guessed, never seen ? I 
should not dare to speak, only our common love for 
our common ari gives me some courage. I am rich, 
for an artist ; forgive me if I say so vulgar a thing, but 
1 mean that I have the power to make your life a happy 
one, one of leisure to study, and aspire to the highest 
heights, which those who must needs work for bread 
cau never do. I love you, I adore you — I adore you in 
the double form of woman and muse. If you would not 
scorn me — you have showed me some esteem, some 
friendship — if you would be my wife 

Mme. Glyon (sivprjied). Your wife? Yours? 
You forget yourself strangely. Do not make me regret 
the confidence I have felt in a comrade, in a fellow- 
W''orker I 

Dorian {vAth some anger). Mfiidamel how do I 
forget myself in offering to you an honest tfame, an 
honourable love ? I worship you, I believe in you, I 
kneel at your feet. What wrong is there? I do not 
seek to know your past ; I do not, I will not, ask you 
of your marriage ; the man is dead. I would forget he 
ever lived. 

Mme. Glyon. Pray cease 1 I cannot hear you. X 
shall never marry — again. I must ask your pardon for 

(f - 
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my bast^ worda. Yea do me much bosour. I will 
■eodeavomr to be grateful. 

Dorian* I want no gratitude. I want year love, 
your beattty, your genius, your grand and tranquil 
nature 5 I want yov.. 

Mme. QtyoTk. Mr. Dorian, you will compel me to 
leaye your studio. 

Dorian {seizing her hands). You will never 
listen! You will never cease to care for that d«td 
man who they all say was but a brute to you I 

Mme. Glyon. 1 can but say what I Imve said. I 
Shan never marry. I shall never love — again. 

[Dokian releases her hand, and, without a word, 
leaves his studio hurriedly hy one door as there 
enter from another the Pbincbss Sanfaiano, the 
Dcca ni Muntelupo, and L’Estbaboe. 

PHnoess. Have we kept you waiting ioo long, 
Clairo ? But I know that you and Dorian can always 
talk together twelve liours at a stretch. But, good- 
ness ! where is Dorian ? You told him we were 
coming ? 

Mme. Glyon {vnth a little Omharrassment). He 
went out a little while ago. No doubt he thought we 
were old friends ehotigh to l^e content with his works 
without faimselt You know they are the best port of 
every artist 1 •• 

Princess (loolcs al her quickly). X shall wait till 
he comes back. I shall got his tea, and the dear Utile 
Persian cups and the apostle spoons, and the niello 
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tray, and the fioman mmUozs^ and his negro will 
bring ns hi8e<»»ot;&n {Bmgs; a Ucu^ m^cmt ap- 
pears,) Bring the -um, Eblis; you see ve are old 
fri^ds; Iknoiryouraame. . * 

[Bhe busies heradf getting the'ParHan cups off 
an old oaken ^'cabmet* MostSLVtO engrossed 
in helping her, 

L’Estnange {to Mub. Gi.ton). It is strange of 
Dorian. I saw him an hour ago, and told him we were 
to meet you here and see his treasures. Entre nous, I 
think himself a much finer creation than his works. I 
care nothing for his pictures, but he is a rather noble 
fellow. You seem to know him well ? 

Mene. Olyon. I hare seen him often in Paris. 1 
think he is a great artist, but his manner perhaps is 
hanl and his colour too thin to do his fine conceptions 
justice. 

VEstrangd He cannot he named by you. 

Mme. Olyon. Oh, why compare a pastoral and an 
epic? 

L'Eabmnge. True I Besides, there is nothing 
except Tomer’s with which one could compare dil that 
you giro us. 

Mme. Olyon. You cannot serious. You abhor 
modern art. “Why except from your censure what a 
woman does ? 

V Estrange. One must except Bosa Bonbeur and 
Mine. Olyon. Would you tell me — do not thixkk it 
hjirrcn or impertinent curiosity, all these questions are 
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of such vital iuterest — ^would you tell me where you 
studied, and under whom ? 

Mme. Glyon. Chiefly in the open air and from 
Kature, * 

V Estrange. Ah, how right I It is the indoor 
work, the copying, the slavery to technique^ the hot- 
stove atmosphere, the gas-lit colouring that are the 
curses of modern painters. Then — may I ask again — * 
although you live in Paris, it was not there that you 
studied chiefly ? 

Jlfms. Olyon. No. 

VEstrange. Madame, I see you think me a rude 
Englishman, full of graceless and rough inquisitiveness. 
But, believe me, it is my entire sympathy with your 
marvellous works which makes me long to learn under 
what influences they were inspired. 

Mme. Glyon. That is only the language of com- 
pliment. 

LEstrange. On my honour, no 1 ^ 

Mrne. Glyon. Lord L’Estrange, when a man speaks 
to a woman, his word of honour is a very elastic 
thing ! 

VEstrange. I do not see why you should dis- 
believe me. 

jSfme. Olyon. Oh ! perhaps you mean it now. 

VEstrange. Now? "VWiy, now? If I find an 
infinite charm of the finest feeling finely rendered in 
your works, my judgment is at least mature, and not 
likely to be capricious. Alas ! I am young no longer* 
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Mine* Glyon. Caprice^ ig not a thing especially of 
youth. 

VErirange (impatient). On wliat grounds do 
you tliink me capricious ? 

JUme. Glyon. You have the reputation of it. 

V Estrange. I do not think reputation is just to 
me, then. My taste never varies. One must be faith- 
ful in art, or be indifferent to it. 

Glyon. To art ! I meant to persons 1 

Princess (bringing a cvp of tea, Montelcpo 
folloiving with calces). Here, Claire I I always 
thought Dorian’s studio one of the nicest places in 
Home when he was in it ; now4e is out of it, it is the 
very nicest. 

V Estrange {Jianding tea to Mme. Glton). Poor 
Dorian I And you are eating his excellent maritozzi, 
Princess, and have no more gratitude than that,? (He 
notices Glyon s left hand.) She has no ring on; 
did Glyon hever live except in fiction ? (aside). 

[//e seats himself again on loiv chair beside her. 

VEstrange. Now that your charming friend is 
gone to flirt with Montelupo once again over the 
saraovai^ let me implore you, tell me something of 
yourself. 

Mme. Glyon. Artists have no biographies, and 
their memoirs are written on their canvases. 

VEstrange. Nay, who has not made a pilgrimage 
to Urbino for Raffaele’s sake ? I would make a pil- 
grimage to your Urbino. 
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Mim. Glyon. What i£ it landed you in a 
cabin? 

L'Mldpange. Then the cabin would be as sacred as 
a temple. 

Ifme. Glyon. Lord L’Sstrange, yon are an admir- 
able flatterer. 

U Estrange {angrily). I never flatter I Flattery 
is as vulgar as abuse. But 1 must not sreary yo^ by 
asking for what yon will not tell me. 

Mtm. Glyon {impatiently). Tliere is nothing to 
tell. I was a happy child. I was not a happy woman. 
Accident taught me to find solace and strengUi in art. 
There is the end. 

VEatrange {smiling). Your history must be far 
from its end 1 But what fate, what creature, could bo 
vile enough and blind enough to cause you sorrow ? 

ilTHe. Glyon {curtly). My husband. 

L'Estrange. He must have been a bi^||||pi, indeed, 
and a madman too ! 

Mme. Glyon. Neither. He was but an egotist, 
and changeable. 

L'Eatra/nge. Changeable ! When you were given 
to him as his ‘ fixed star ’ ? Good heaveniM That 
the baseness a low-natured man should have the 
power to wound the great soul of such a woman as 
you are 1 

Mme. Glyon. His was not a low nature ; nor was 
he base. I had the misfortune to be Ms wife — that 
was alll Come, we must look at Dorian’s work for 
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the Academy ai;id ^ &ilo^ or ve shall sot he able 
to exoose ourselves for stealisg his tea and his 
mwrUozzi, 

[jS%« rises unA twma oM of th^ ottsdt fomurAs a 
better Ught. 

Prvneeea {aside to Mub; GnTos). 'What vras he 
saying to you ? , , 

Mme. Olyon. Pretty phrases — ^the small change 
of 'society. Go and talk to him. If you are so 
engrossed by the little Duke, the club will be told to- 
night of the good fortune of Azzelino Montelupo. 

Princess {pettishly). It would serve Carlino right. 
But then, to be sure, Carlino would not care. 

Jlfme. Glyon. I think he would care, and take his 
sabre out of its scabbard. Duca, I want to see some 
wondrous missals that no one is allowed to see at the 
Vatican. You have two uncles Cardinals. Can you 
get me p^^ssion ? * 

[**%« Iceeps Montblppo with her^ stroUing from, 
easel to easeL 

Princess {to L’Estbangb). Do you care for Dorian’s 
things ? 

L’l^irange. Dear Princess, why will you always 
call pictures ‘things ’ ? 

Princess. Because I am of the great uneducated. 
I don’t care the least fur any picture. I only like 
Claire’s because they ore Claire’s. 

L'Setra/nge, Affection versus ccmptdteosion. It 
is a very old question which is worth the more. I aee 
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you can be a good friend. Princess— that is even rarer 
tban true appreciation of art. 

Princess. I thought nobody in creation tinder- 
etood art except yourself and Mr. Ruskin. It is no 
merit in me to be a good friend to her. She is the 
noblest woman upon earth, 

VEstrange {with unusual warmth). Of that I 
am quite sure, thotigh I have Irnd Uie lionour only to 
know Madame Glyon ten short days. 

Princess. You admire her ? 

VEstrange. Who could fail to do so ? 

Princess. I don’t think that’s an answer. It is 
an Equivoque. 

VEstrange. Then let me say it unequivocally, 
she is altogether my ideal of a perfect woman ; l)er 
personal beauty just gives the softening touch tliat 
strength and genius in her sex are too often 'i^ithout; 
she is, in a word, all that I most admire. But I per^ 
oeive she will not let me say so. 

Princess. She distrusts all praise. 

VEstrange, Surely she k no cynic ? 

Pri/ncess. No, But she was badly treated, 
wickedly treated ; and you know when one is so, it 
warps all one’s belief in anytliing. I know tliat, 

I/Estrange. Oh, Princess, you never can have 
known anything like neglect 1 

Princess {sentimentally). Ah, none can guess 
what a woman suffers in silence ! You think because 
J chatter like a parrot-^-^ 
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L^Eatrange (irrdevaivtly)* Priocesa, you really 
believe that Madame Glyon has been embittered by 
her marriage ? 

Prineeea. I never said she was hitter^ She eould 
not be. She has too sweet a temper. But you know — 
you know — ^he was such a wretch. 

E Estrange. Is it possible ? to such a woman ? 
Who was he ? what was he ? 

Princess. Oh, he was — he was nothing at all. A 
gentleman, you know ; but that don’t make any differ- 
ence. They are the worst, I think. 

VEstrange. How terribly you are portSe against 
us ! But do tell me more about him — what did he do? 

Princess. I am afraid I can’t talk about her if she 
don't talk about herself. She wouldn’t like it ; she 
would never forgive me. Claire is very sensitive. 

VEstrange. And Madame Sanfriano is very loyal. 
You are friends of long standing ? 

Princess. We were at the same school. 

L' Estrange. And what was her maiden name ? 

Pnneess. I — I really forget. I always called her 
all sorts of pet names. Why are you so interested in 
all this ? Is it purely artistic, Aesthetic — what is the 
word ? 

VEstrange. It seems to me simply natural that, 
meeting so beautiful and famous a person, one should 
feel a desire to know all her history, all her influences 
— all, in a word, that has united to make her what 
she is. 
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JPrmom. Yes? Well, I don’t think I should 
trouble ubout who she was. She is hared/ the cleverest, 
the bravest, the best of living creatures. By^the-bjo, 
do you know, I am quite certain that Dorian’s dis- 
appearance means something. He has been in love 
with her for years, and 1 do bdieve that, just as we 
came in, he had told her so. 

L'Eatrange. Would she marry again f 

Prmceae. She says no ; but of course she would 
if she cared for anybody. She neveradoes ; that is the 
worst of it. 

L'Eeirange. She is wedded to her liberty and 
solitude ? Dorian is a fine fellow, but very inferior to 
her. 1 should not think that she would stoop to him. 

Prmceee. I suppose she didn’t, as he disappeared j 
but I don’t know about the inferiority. He is very 
emin^t, and he is so good — so good ! 

UEstrange. Princess ! whenever were daughters of 
Eve won by goodness ? 

Princese. But she isn’t a daughter of Eve at all. 
She is utterly above all our follies. 

L'Eefrange. And above ours too. Perhaps that 
was her &ult in her husband’s eyes. It would humi- 
liate some men. 

Prmceee. Would it you ? 

VEetrange. Surely not. I think one diould 
always feel b<;fore one’s wife a certain reverence, a 
certain shame at one’s own memories. 

Prmceee, I will tell Carlinol It is v^ pretty 
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and cbiTalrous sounding; but yon Icnov os well as X 
do, Lord L’Estrange, that nobody ever do^ feel tbat. 
Once married, yon only see your Wife’s faults — ber 
feeokles, if sbe have any — ^ber foibles,- her folUes; if her 
feet are large, it is of them you think ; and if she bave 
exquisite feet, but a large nose, then it is only the nose 
you see. 

L'Estrangi. Princess, that is not love. 

Prmoeea. It is as much love as there is. What is 
love ? A dizziness, a syncope, a dash of cold water, an 
unpleasant awakening, and as we wake, we throw the 
cold water over everybody else. 

L’Estrange. Who is cynical now ? 

Mme. Olyon. Laura, it is growing late 5 we shall 
have no time for the Pincio. 

Prmeesa. And you never wiU miss a sunset froln 
the Hill. Now, it never occurs to me to look at the 
sky. I think you artists get a great deal more enjoy- 
ment than we do, and you get it out of nothing. 

L'Eatrmige {aoftly, loohmg at Mue. Glton). The 
eyes that see ! — ^yes, they are the most precious gift of 
heaven. 

Princese. Come, we will take you and Montelupo 
both up there ; he and I will talk, and you and she 
shaU look. 

Mme. Glyon. Laura, I have forgotten that I pro- 
mised to be«with the Countess Dantzic at the Molinara 
by six o’clock ; I must for once renounce the evening 
red and gold behind St. Peter’s. 
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Pnnce68 {aside to Mme* Glton). Oh dear, that is 
because I asked him to drive with us 1 How could I 
help it ? I brought him, 

M^ne. Glyon {in the same tone). Yon could hav6 
helped bringing him, 

L'Estrange {coldly eyeing Mmb. Glton), Dear 
Princess, you are always too kind, but I fear I must 
renounce the pleasure. I dine with a Prince of the 
Church to-night who has the bad taste always to begin 
his admirable soups at sunset. 

Princess. Well, I shall not take i/oit, Azzelino, all 
alone behind my horses. You would be so flattered 
you would be insufferable till Lent. You can walk 
somewhere like Lord L’Estrange; I will go in my 
solitude and stare at the sky, till I manage to see some- 
thing in it. Did you say the Molinara, Claire ? 

M7ne. Glyon, Yes, my old Diisseldorf friend is 
there ; you can call and take me up after your drive. 

Princess. What a fuss wc are all making I People 
talk less nowadays of going over to Xew Zealand or the 
North Pole! Cross? {to Montelupo, teAo had mur^ 
mured in ho* ear). Yes ; I am cross. I generally 
am, and these marifozzi are very indigestible. 

V Estrange. If you would excuse my escort down 
the stairs, I think I will leave a line for Dorian. . 

Princess. Pray do, and tell him I am the culprit 
as regards the maritozzi — I always own my sins. 

[They leave the studio : L'Esthakgb remains. JTe 
throws himself into a large gilt leather chair ^ 
and lights a cigar. 
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VEatrauffc. Why does that woman shan me ? It 
is quite unmistakable that she does* Her eyes are 
frank and pure, yet one could swear she had a secret 
she was ashamed of ; it might Ije low bii'th, but that is 
impossible. She has rctce in every line, in every move- 
ment. Something there must be, because even the 
little chattering fool of a Sanfrlano keeps her own 
counsel. If ever I saw a noble woman, she is one ; and 
yet — she wears no rings, she will not say who ibis dead 
man was, nor where they lived, nor where he died; 
perhaps she was deceived— perhaps Dorian would 
know. He has been a friend of hers in Paris, and 
there is a freemasonry between ^artists. I will write 
and ask him, and somebody must make excuse for this 
litter of teacups and apostle spoons. 

Enter Dokian ; he id pale and grave ; he pushes back 
the tapestry from a seci'et door* Seeing L’Estzlakqb, 
he pauses^ disconcerted* 

Dorian* I thought you wei*e all gone. 

VEstrange* Most hospitable of celebrities I You 
are too complimentary {then he looks hard at Dobian 
and ceases to smile)* Why, Dorian, what has hap- 
pened ? Have you been near us all this time ? 

Dorian {pointing to the door by which he entered)* 
Yes, I was at home. I beard a little that you said: 
not much. I heard you say how greatly I am inferior 
to her. You were right; I had said the same to her 
myself this afternoom 
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VE^range. My dear Dorian 

Dorian* Do not deny it. I know a He, even a 
kind one^ chokes you as it chokes me. We English*- 
men have not a flexible trachea for falsehood. It is 
often awkward for us. 

UEstrange* But what ails you? Why did you 
shut yourself away from us ? 

, Dorian* BecaiL«ie the little parrot of a Princess 
said aright; the only woman I have ever wished to 
make my wife had, five minutes earlier, rejected me. 
You were quite correct in thinking that she would not 
stoop to me. 

VEdrange* Dorian ! I spoke idly. I never 
meant— 

Dorian* You spoke as you t^ifconght; why not? 
She is greater than I am. J^ve might bridge that, if 
it were there ; but it is nut — on her side. 

EEstrange* You must — pardon me the question 
— ^bui you mufct know her history, since you would give 
her your name ? 

Dorian* I have no idea of her history. I am 
confident it must be a blameless one, wlien I look at 
her. 

VEslrange* And you know nothing ? 

Dorian* Nothing. Her life in Paris is austere 
and untainted by a breatli of calumny. That I do 
know. But Ixsyond that nothing. Do you think I 
would insult her with a doubt ? 

E Estrange* But in your wife ? 
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Dorian, Sbe will oo more be m; wife t^aa will 
the marble Ariadae of the Gapitol. But I would make 
her my wile without a si&gle question that would eeem 
also a suspicion. 

L*Eetran(je. That is very noble, but ^ 

^ Dorian. You would say the same if you lowed her. 

L' Estrange. I think not. ‘The world is' with 
me,’ and I share its judgments — if you wlU, its pre- 
judices. 

Dorian. Yes ; once you committed for the world’s 
sake the most selfish sin of your life. 

V Estrange. "VVlut ? 

Dorian. 1 mean the exile of that poor child you 
married. 

L’Estrange (cennoyed and slightly embarrassed). 
Why rake among the ashes of dead years ? I acted 
naturally, I think ; how could I tell she would so take 
it to heart—— 

Dorian. As to destroy herself. I suppose you 
could not. I never saw her, and cannot judge ; hut 
between two people there is always one who sacrifices, 
one who is sacrificed. 

L'Esirange. And you really, in all truth, know 
nothing of the past of this singular woman to whom 
you would trust your peace, your honour ? 

Dorian. Absolutely nothing. 

Jj Estrange. Not even who was Glyon ? 

Dorian, No. 

Z'Estrange. It is incomprehensible. Then — — 
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Borian* Vlhen you married that hapless peasant 
child, did you hesitate because 

BEatrange* That was utterly different. She woB 
a child, I knew the absolute innocence and childishness 
of her life, and all her short and simple past. No sus- 
picion could rest on her. 

Dorian^ And if you say that any suspicion lies on 
Claire Glyon, I will never admit you in these doors 
again. 

VEstmnge {touched). ]SIy dear fellow, you are 
very generous ; you are like a knight of old* I am 
ready to believe in her. 

Dorian* Then why insult her iu her absence ? 

VEdvange. I never thought of insult. I was 
only desirous to know the key to her coldness, her 
apparent loneliness, her silence as to her jiast. 

Dorian {coldly). I cannot help to satisfy your 
curiosity. 

VEstrange. It is not curiosity aione. But if we 
argtie in this manner we shall end in a quarrel, and 
that would be beneath both you and me. Besides, I 
am due at Cardinal Koxano’s. Goocl-niglit, my friend ; 
I will not wish you consoled, for consolation is only 
the harvest of feebleness, and you are strong. 

\Prc88e3 Dorian’s hand^ and leaves the studio* 

Dorian {to hlmadf). Or the harvest of selfishness. 
He thinks of her already I To tliink of her is to love 
her. 
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Scene IV. 

* 

Salom in Palazzo Sanfriano* 

Present: the Pmncess, Mme. Glyon, L’Estrangb, 
Irswicir, MAR<."irE5!A Zanzini. A Bric-a-brac seller 
w showing ivories^ carvings^ staffs, and a 
triptycJu 

VEsirange {giving him bach an ivory nestle). 
Mr. Brown, tliis is no more Japanese than I am. Don’t 
you know that the Japanese take ten years of their 
lives to carve a ladybird on a rosfs-leaf ? This is Dutch 
work, and very coarse work even for Dutch. Have you 
never learned the A B C of your commerce, Mr. 
Brown ? 

Princess* You shouhln't he so hard on the poor 
creature. He admits he is obliged to keep a heap of 
rubbish to satisfy tlui Americans. 

V Estrange* Satisfaction is the antithesis of my 
emotions in surveying his treasures. May I ask why 
. you have this mountain of fraud in your presence ? 

Princess* Why, surely I told you. I am going to 
wt^ar a Venetian page’s dress at the Malatesta ball, and 
I wanted an old Italian dagger, and he brought me 
one. This is genuine ? 

V Estrange* Have you bought it ? 

Princess* Certainly. Ob, good gracious 1 isn’t it 
right ? 


o 
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Perhaps it is not worth while telling 
you, and yet you mu^st not be seen with it* It is 
^ German work ; it was made at Berlin last week* Even 
were it old, it would be of no use to you. You want a 
Venetian poniard or stiletto; this is copied from a 
French misiricorde of the Valois time. 

Princess* Oh dear ! and I have given five hundred 
francs for it ! 

L" Estrange. It is worth fifteen francs. Send the 
impostor away, and when you buy things, do ask some- 
one who knows. It is ignorance that allows these people 
to flood the world with anachronisms and counterfeits. 

Princess. Well, I confess if a thing’s pretty I 
don’t mind much who made it. Now I shall have to 
roara all over the place looking for a poniard. You 
have been very cruel. NolKxly would Jiave noticed 

U Estrange. I will get you what you ought to 
have, if it be in Rome ; and if not, I will telcgrapli 
liome. 1 have a collection of daggers, and thenj are 
some of the Cingw-cento amongst them. 

Princess. Too charming of you. Of what haven’t 
you a collection at home ? 

V Estrange. Not of Dutch nesikes. 

Marchesa* I have got at home the daga with 
which Cesare Borgia had my forefather killed, after a 
banquet, on Quattro Capi bridge, one nice dark night. 
Wlien they took him home, it was Ijetween his shoulder- 
blades ; he dead. If you like, Princess, I will lend it 
you with pleasure* It is the right epoch* 
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PrMUXM, Oh, dear Marchesa, you are eo hind. 
But, if it murdered a man, it would be unpleasant to 
wear it. 

Marehesa. Pooh ! They must all have mtirdered 
many mens if they are real daggers. How you look ! 
And you think nothing Of staring at the stipplecbess 
out at Albano when young Stanhope he kill himself. 

Ipswich. But that was fair, Marchesa. Stanhope 
pitched on his head: who could help it? 

March^a. Ah, your distinctions are too subtle for 
my simplicity. You think nothing of killing if it 
done in sport ; me, I think more excuse for it when it 
done in passion. But I go to sec their comedietta at 
Biirberini. You come with me, niy dear ; you improve 
my English ; yom own is a* choice. 

Ipswich. I come ! But, hang it, Marohesa, one 
can’t talk like old Johnson. 

Marchesa. Why not ? We talk like Dante. 

Ipswich. You see, one can’t he clmifed. 

Marchesa. Chaff ? that means to teaze, to insult, 
to jetT, to grin. No ; we not do that to one another. 
Wlicre is t)»ere wit in rudeness ? 

[Exeunt Makchesa and Ipswicir. 

[Pbince takes the tradesman apart to look at his 
stuffs ; L’Esteange approaches Mmk. Glion. 

L'Estranfjr,. You were sketching in the Cimon- 
thnara this morning ? You go often ? 
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Mme. Qlyon. Yes ; it is beautiful there, looking 
out to the San Giovanni gate* 

V Estrange, Can one come ? 

Mme, Glyon, No; you must be a friend of the 
owner. I believe there is one day in the week when 
anybody may go. 

L' Estrange, I certainly do not covet that one day 
in the week. Mme. Glyon, you are very frigid always, 
but I want you to thaw to me enough to tell me why 
last week in Dorian’s atelier you told me you had heard 
I was capricious ? What common friend have we who 
so thoroughly carries out the modem theories of friend- 
ship as to malign me thus ? 

Mme. Glyon {hesitates). I know no friend of yours. 

I am not in the world. * ^ 

V Estrange. Then, if it were your own fancy only, 
what made you think so ? 

Mme. Glyon {lifts Iwr head and looks at him 
coldly). The story of your marriage is common pro- ^ 
perty. I have heard it like eveiyone else. If you find 
me too intrusive on your private life, do not blame me 
^vous Vavez vouln. 

VEstrange {is silent a moment and annoyed). 
Yes; certainly that very old, old story of a folly is 
common property. But I should not have supposed 
that anyone had remembered so mere an episode, and 
one so long ago. 

Mme, Glyon* An episode! I heard it was a 
tragedy* 
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VEstrange. Who can have talked to you about 
it? Ipswich? 

Jlfma. Olyon* Ob no! I heard it— once — ^\*eiy 
long ago, as you say. ,<» 

VEatrang^. A stupidity in one’s life is never , 
pardoned. A thousand crimes are easily enough for* 
gotten and forgiven. So it is this silly tale that has 
prejudiced you against me ? 1 dare say you actually 
believe me a modern edition of Bluebeard ? 

Mme. Olyon. It docs not seem to me the sort of 
past that one would expect a man to jest at. I do not 
presume to judge you ; but, as I say, the tale gave me 
an impres&ion of both caprice and cruelty. 

VEstrange {angrily). I have neither in my 
chlracter. That I can declare with a clear conscience. 

I have no illusions about myself, nor do I claim any 
especial superiority of temper; but this I can say 
honestly, I am incapable of cruelty to any living 
creature. I am even that miracle, an Englishman who 
hates a gun ! 

Mme. Glyon. I did not say you shot your wife. 

V Estrange {with a little laugh). Madame, I am 
your debtor that you acquit me even of that much! 
My wife — well, yes — she was my wife, certainly ; but, 
good heavens 1 if I could tell you how impossible it 
seems to me tbiit such a passage can ever have occurred 
in my life ! I feel convinced that I must have read it 
in some novel, seen it on some stage, and bad a night* 
mare, dreaming the history was mine. 
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Mme^ Qlyon. I suppose it was all so very long ago 
— you have forgotten ? 

VJ^strange. No ; it is not the sort of episode that 
one forgets. ^ 

Mme, Glgon, You are very fond of the word 
‘ episode.’ 

VEstraYige. It seems to me to describe correctly 
the short period in my life of which we are now talk- 
ing. It was an episode ; it was not more — it was an 
episode of unutterable folly, infatuation, disillusion, 
pain, and rc]>entauce. 

Mmie. Gbjo)h. Kepentanee ? It seems to sit lightly 
on you. 

EEstraiige. I mean repentance of a foolish and 
hasty action which made me very absurd in the woA s 
eyes, and caused an amount of comment, misrepre- 
sentation, and interference on tlic world’s part sucli 
as I am the last man upon earih to endure with 
tolerance. 

Mme^ Ghjon* I bog your ])ar(lo^, I fancied you ^ 
meant repentance for your injury of a girl’s life. 

EEstrange, Madame! That is really too pre- 
posterous. What injury could I do the poor child? I 
injured myself, if you will! 

Mme. Glyon. I thought you married her ? That 
is what I always heard. ^ 

U Estrange. Well, I married herl Where is the 
injury there ? I could have done no more for a duke’s 
daughter, for a crown princess. It is that which was 
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my intolerable idiocy I my absolute madness 1 Looking 
backj^I cannot conceive 

Mme^ Glyon. Is it so very long ago ? 

VEetra/fige. Ten years, eleven, twelve — it is not 
the length of time, it is the strange delusions which 
possessed me, which make it seem impossible to me I 
ever was the man laughed at by all Europe for present- 
ing at an English Dmwing-room a French peasant’s 
daughter. 

i/mc. Glyon. Dili this peasant do anything very 
strange at the Drawing-room ? 

L* Estrange. Strange ? No ; not that I remember 
She was shy and stupid, of coijrse, like a little sheep ; 
but I think my mother hustled her through without 
ipcident; only when the Queen s^joke to her she 
answered — I suppose from ulieer force of liabit — 
ma bonne dame ! ’ 

Mme. Glyon {with a cold smile). You should liave 
sent her to Tower Hill for Irejxson. 

N Estrange. You are pleased to laugh ; I can assure 
you it is no laughing matter to have such a joke as that 
against the woman who bears your name running like 
wildfire through all the clubs of London. 

Mme. Glyon. Position seems to bring with it 
strange pusillanimity. Were I a man, 1 should not 
be a cowarcUiH 

VEstran^^. A coward I It is no question of 
cowardice. It is the sense of being made ridiculous. 

Mme, Olyon. Pzayi what is that but cowardice? 
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I hardly see what there was to be so very ashamed of. 
Your wife was a little peasant — everyone knew that. It 
was not wonderful in so strange a scene, so bewildering 
a crowd as a royal reception must have seemed to her, 
that words which she no doubt had been taught by her 
own people to say as the most perfect phrase of courtesy, 
came to her tongue before the Queen. Lord L*Estrange, 
1 am a Frenchwoman, and not of the highest classes 
myself. You will pardon me if my sympathies are 
rather with your wife than with yourself. If the poor 
little simple ‘ Merely ma bonne dame ! ^ was all your 
wrongs, I think 

VEstrange. Wrongs! What wrongs can an in- 
nocent and harmh^ss child do one ? She never wronged 
me, but she did worse. At every turn she irritated me, 
annoyed me, confused me before iny friends, made me 
look like a fool — as the vulgar phrase runs. iShe was 
as lovely as the moniing, but as ignorant as the little 
swine she had bijon used to drive to find the truffles. 
At every moment of intercourse I was met by that blank 
wall of absolute ignorance ; she understood nothing that 
I said or that I alluded to ; my dog comprehended better 
the topics of the day. She made grotesque mistakes in 
everyday etiquettes that were as simple as A B 0. The 
women laughed at her and laughed at me, till I was 
beside myself. When I tried to teach||||er or correct 
her, she cried out that I had ceased to love her, and 
sobbed for hours. I wrote her little notes as to the 
things she ought to know or do, and she thought those 
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more cruel than spoken words. Wliat was I to do? I 
did what seemed to me most simple and best for both ; 
1 arranged a tour in India for myself and sent her to a 
convent at Paris to be educated. The issue was ter- 
rible ; but 1 have never seen that I did anything so 
very cruel. I repeat I thought that she would be wise, 
and learn the sort of learning without which a woman 
is a laughing-stock for society, and — and — well, you 
know she took it in another light, poor creature 1 
and 

Mms. Glyoiu She died. It was very stupid. 

VEatrange [angrUy). You are very unjust to me. 
I meant neither to injure nor desert her. It was im- 
possible that I could imagine so simple an arrangement 
for her welfare would be taken to heart in so tragic a 
manner. I was neither faithless nor heartless. It 
seems to me that I only did a most natural thing ih 
placing her where she could learn and unlearn, and 
where she could be made able to hold her own in the 
j world we lived in. 

Mme. Qlyon. Oh, no doubt it was very natural. 
I believe most egotism is so. 

VKairange. How was it egotism ? It was for the 
poor child’s own good. 

Mme. Glyon. Ob, of course; only it seems that 
she was too stupid to appreciate it. You know women 
are foolish ; they expect love to endure : they are ready 
to sacrifice themselves, and so fancy men will do the 
same. They are tragic, as you say, and take things 
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an grand BSrimx. Of course your wife ought to have 
appreciated your excellent intentions, and understood 
your susceptibilities, which she was so perpetually and 
unconsciously outraging. She should have bad no such 
false sentiment as her own pride and her own affec- 
tions. I quite see from your point of view that she 
must have been irritating and wearisome — ^most irri- 
tating, most wearisome. But why would you ma’ry 
her? 

V Estrange, She was very beautiful, and I— I have 
said I was foolish to an incomprehensible degree, and I 
had at the time all sorts of romantic notions as to my 
wife being unspotted by the world, and moulded to 
my hand, and all that kind of thing. It is twelve 
years ago. Looking back at it, I cannot now un- 
derstand how I came to commit such an unutterable 
ihsanity. 

Mme, Olyon. All your pity is evidently for your- 
self. And yet — she did die, did she not ? 

U Estrange {with pain). Yes, she died. Poor 
little fool ! Who could eve** foresee | 

Mme, Olyon, Y"ou should be very grateful to her \ 
now. You never could have made anything of her friun | 
your point of view. She would never have been a ^ 
grande dame ; and only think now how tired and sick 
you would be of her ! She would be worse than a sham 
'tiestM carved in Amsterdam ! 

VEetremge {gloomily). You are pleased to make 
a jest of it* It is not one to me. She was full of 
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ptx)mise ; her mind was delicate and lofty ; her natural 

grace was great : with culture 

Mme, Olyon* Oh no» believe me^ slie would always 
have said ‘ Meroh ma bonne dame I ’ somehow or other, 
or its equivalent, and disgraced you. 

V Estrange. She disgraces me now, I see, in your 
eyes ! You evidently believe that I behaved abomin- 
ably and cruelly to lier, while in truth I had no other 

thought but to make her fit 

Mme. Olyon. For you and your exalted station ! 
VEstrange. Madame 1 I am not a cad 1 
Mme. Glyon. No ; you are an accomplished 
gentleman and a man of the world ; but for those very 
reasons ycui only considered yourself. And since you 
have broijght ou this conversation of your own will, will 
you not confess now, that in your shame of her, and 
your want of courage in supporting her and the world’s 
laughter, there was an element of — of — do not murder 
iTie 1 — of snobbishness ? 

[L’EsiaANOB grows red and rises in sUence* 
Mmb. Glyon pours herself some tea. 

The Princess {approaching). How very angry 
you look, Loixi L’Estiauge 1 What has my friend been 
saying to you ? * ^ 

UEstrange. That which is the one unpardonable 
sin. Princess — a truth ! Your dagger shall be here as 
quickly as a telegram can summon it ; and, for heaven’s 
tttike, have nothing more to do with bric^d-brao Brown. 
Meadames, I must leave you. There is a terrible 
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dinti^ for the Grand Duke io*nigbt that I ehaU be late 

for — a man«dinncr of all horror 1 

[jGTe ahakea hands with tha P&incess; hoxoa to 

Mii£. Glton, and goes out. 

Princess {to Mme. Glyoe). What did yousay to him ? 

Jlfme. Olyon (rising and putting down her cup). 
He would speak of his marriage. I tried to avoid it, 
but he would continue the subject. Then I told him 
home-truths that stung liim. Oh, my dear, that ever 
I should have worshipped the ground such a man trod 
on ! He is worse even than I thought 1 so poor a spirit, 
so miserable and petty a pride I He owns he separated 
himself from— from liis wife, because she offended his 
taste in conventional things and got him ridiculed 
before conventional society. He cited, as though it 
were some treason, some great crime, that one poor 
little fault of ^Mereij ma bonne dame!' to the Queen 
of England. It is cowardly ; it is contemptible ; it is 
vile 1 

Princess. But, my dear, you knew all this. 

Jfme. Ghjon. I knew it in a measure. I knew 
that he sent me to the con%eint because 1 did not con- 
tent him. But who would have thought that after 
twelve long years tliese miserable little mistakes would 
live in bis memory as gigantic sins ? Who would have 
dreamt that when he thinks her dead— dead — the 
creature he once loved — he would have no remembrance 
left but for her sins of omission and commission against 
the trumpery bye-laws of a worthless world ? 
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PrincenB. Ob, dear Claire ! It is always so* A^love 
that does not fit her rankles in a man^s mind against 
a woman when he has forgotten all about her lie, her 
treachery, or her meanness* They would sooner, if 
they could, take you into the Divorce Court because 
you freckle, than because you have, spent a fortnight at 
Monte Carlo with someone else. That is a man all over. 
Talk of our love of triHes I it is nothing to theirs. 

If we have London shoes on instead of Paris ones, they 
know it 1 

Mme. Qlyon. Yes ; the fools do, the gommeux do ; 
but he is neither. He has intellect, character, and high 
culture ; he had a heart, too — once ; and he seemed the 
very soul of chivalry. And yet, so has the world eaten 
into him, so has the false code of society bound him to 
it, that he justifies his conduct — justifies it I — ^because 
I, only three months from my vineyards and my cabba|[e- 
field, taken to that bewildering dazzling crowd of the 
Queen’s Drawing-room, frightened by his mother, who 
awed and hated me, forgot the lesson I had learned 
by heart, and wlten I came before the throne, and the 
kind voice of the royal lady said kind words to me, 
I stammered out the old phrase of my babyhood, 
^ Mercia, ma bonne dame!^ Yes, I had been taught 
to say that when I was a little cliild, if any gentlewoman 
gave me sweetmeats or centimes, and I disgraced him 
with it there, and all the London clubs laughed at him ! 
And to this day, though twelve long years have passed, 
it is terrible to him, and unpardonable stilL W^hat 
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do you c^l that ? I call it petty pride,»poltroouery, 
saobbism^the sign of a trivial nature^ and of a poor 
base tnindl 

Princess^ Did I not always say his must be ? 

Qlyon. But his was not ! I repeat, he had 
a noble character, and a fine inlelligenoe^ He w^sr 
spoilt by the world’s adulation, perhaps, and by a foolish, 
and arrogant mother ; but he hadT a noble and generous 
nature — at that time. Who could have thought he 
would have forgotten all our love, all 6ur j<qr, all our 
beautiful and happy hours, and merely remembered a 
few social blunders that made the clubs laugh ? I think 
he does not even recollect be ever loved me ! He only 
speaks of his marriage as an unimaginable idiocy — an 
incomprehensible madness ! 

[Servant announces Milord L’Estrange. 

^VEstrange * (returning). A thousand pardons. 
Princess, but I forgot to ask you the pvedee epoch 
of your Venetian costume ? What year are you ? 

[Mme, Glvon leaven the room. The Princess is a 
little confused. 

' Princess. The year ? Oh, I don’t know, Ai)Out 
the sixteenth century will do, won’t it ? 

L'Estrange (amtling). ‘ About a century ’ is rather 
a wide margin. No; you must take a year, and be 
scrupulous in adhering to it ; you know, Italians are ^ 
always most exact in these matters. 

Princess. Ah, yes, because they have all their 
arfeestors’ things hung up in their wardrobes. But I 
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haven’t any ancestors, not any things, and^, you are 
going to lend me yonrs^ 

L" Estrange* I should be too delighted if I eotdd 
give you my ancestors, Princesa. Unhappily Sanfriano 
has been before me and has given yon his I Well, does 
the time of Giorgione suit you ? We will fix it so. That 
will give you range enough, and charming costumes ; 
but Sanfriano must know as much as I. 

Princess. Oh, if I were anybody else, he would 
be all day in the studios getting me sketclies 1 He is 
/ busy on the Uuchessa Hanta's costume. She goes as a 
Rorcer^^s; I offered him a black cat for her. Don’t go 
away this moment, Lord L’Estrange. I want to know 
why you and Claire were quarrelling. 

VEstrange. Is her name Claire ? 

Princess. Yes ; what of it ? It is a common name 
in France. Why were you quarrelling? 

E Estrange. I assure you 

Princess. Oh, it is no use. Claire looked con- 
temptuous, and you looked angry. What was it about ? 

EEsirange. I have the misfortune never to please 
Madame Clyon. She dislikes me. 

Princess. I am not sure of that. But Claire is a 
very proud woman, and she is always very strong in 
taking other women’s parts, and you know — don’t you 
know ? — I suppose I ought not to say it, but there is 
thfit story of your marriage, and that goes against you. 
Telt it how you may, you look so heartless, so inconstant, 
so capricious. I ought to beg your pardon 


.4 
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VEstrange. Pray do nothing of the kind. Madame 
Glyon herself has explained at full length her views 
upon that subject. She has heard a feiv outlines of the 
affair, and this skeleton she has clothed with all the 
riches of her imagination and her sympathies; very 
much to my prejudice. She said very rude things to 
me; but I am bound in honour to admit that some of 
them were very true ones; although her exaggerated 
compassion of my — my victim — renders her singularly 
unjust to me. 

Pnnceaa^ It is not at all like Claires usually 
delicate taste to begin personalities. 

EEatrange. Oli, the fault was altogether mine. 
I worried her till she spoke. I was punished as I 
deserved to be. cannot complain of receiving wliat 
we ask for, and 1 asked lier to speak without compliment 
or reticence — and — she did so. 

Princess, She offended you ? 

VEatrange. She offended me. We are very poor 
creatures, and are as tliorny as porcupines the moment 
anyone stings our pride. What most especially an- 
noyed me was that she should not for a moment consent 
to look at the facts from my point of view. 

Princcaa. She would probably do so if you were 
not present. That is just like Claire. 

IjEstravge, I am sure she would not. She has 
made up her indictment against me as coldly and 
accurately as she would do a problem in mathematics. 
But I will confess to you, Princess, that the moment I 
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bad left jour bouee I felt ashamed of mj auger. Her 
defence^ after all^ of auotber woman was noble ; most 
women always side with me, praise me, and tell me 
I did quite right ; most women always go without 
examination against tlie woman in any story. And 
what vexes me, I will confess also, is that in answering 
her I must have looked a very sorry creature. All the 
arguments I put forward, though true ones, were 
selfish and shallow. She told me I was a snob 

Princess, Oh — h — h— h ! ! ! I 

V Estrange. And honestly, she had cause to say so. 
I did lack courage — moral courage ; and although it is 
not so easy as she deems it for a man to bear his mar- 
riage being made the joke of the town, yet I can fancy 
that to her my defence seemed trivia!, mean, and 
vulgar ; and lowered me in lier estimation. She says 
she is of the people herself; is that so ? 

Princess. I believe she — was — not anybody, in 
your sense of the word, 

V Estrange. But she is so perfect a gentlewoman. 

* Princess* Yes; she certainly is. And so clever 1 

L'Estrange {abruptly). What was Glyon ? 

Princess. I — 1 really don’t know. 

V Estrange. But he is rea% dead ? 

Princess. Oh, yes ; he docs not exist, thank good- 
ness ! 

Ij Estrange. Was he a brute to her? 

Princess. I think her husband was — not very 
good. 



SIO 


AFTERNOON. 


L'E^mg«, That would account for it, then. 
PmojOiS. Would aooount fw vl»t ? 

F<» her violent fttrilBanabi]^ of that 
p0« young girl— any wife of a year^^oa-vidtoie tragic 
death I was loot to blame; upon my amni not. 
If I had had any foreboding or conception of the 
manner in which my departure affected her, 1 would 
not for worlds have left her, even though evmy hour of 
our life together had its thorns. I wish you would 
persuade your friend of this. I must have heemed to 
her munanly, and a mere selfish, cowardly knave; 
and I do not like so grand an artist, and so noble a 
woman, to have so poor an opinion of me. Will you 
be my Mend, Princess ? 

Princess. Lord L’Estrange 1 You are very charm- 
ing when you are natural. 

VEstrange. Natural ? Heaven and earth ! You 
do not mean that I am ever a poseur^ 

Princess. Just a little sometimes. Don’t be. 
How horrified you look I 

L'Eetrange. Well, to be ctillod a mob and a 
poseur in one day 

Princess. Is hard for a leader of art and fashion, 
and a son of the Crus^rs ! I will be your friend with 
Claire. But she is terribly obstinate, and in a sort of 
way she is terribly democratic too* If yon , were a 
painter sam Is sou she would be more easily disposed 
to be amiable to yon. 

L’Estrange. You make ms wish for news that my 
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old abbey is gutted mi tbe Bask of Englaud is bauk- 
mpt. , w y- ‘ '■ . ' ' 

iVtne^ Jlfiiie iod; w 

your mOrdM Imuds^ Princess. - ' ' . 

Prinoese. • Do you go to l^udeU’s to-night? 

L'Eatvm^e. I will if you will prcunise me ri)« 
eotiUon; * {EtsHi, 

Primease {goes to the door of the inmr room). 
Claire ! ^me back one moment. He is gone. 

Mme. Glyon enters. I am tired. Do not keep me 
long. 

Primsese. Yon are not tired, you are unhappy. 
Ob, my dear Claire, I am sure he is so fond of you 
still ! 

Afme. Oh/on {sternly). What? How dare you 
say so ? He has forgotten me as utterly as a lasting 
irritation and my memory allow him to do. 

PHnceae. Well, you know, I mean — ^not fond of 
you still — ^fond of you again. Oh, don’t look so 
angry ? Do you know, he spoke so nicely about her — 
I mean you — I can’t express myself properly; but 
indeed it is quite true. He says he feels he must have 
looked heartless and cowardly, and all that, just now 
when he talked to you, but that lie isn’t so one bit 
really ; and he does so want yon to ^ him justice. 

lUme. Otyon {bitterly). .Tusticel You pleading 
to me for justice for himl My dear, I really think 
that even your teetotum of a mind should, not have 

F a 
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spun round quite so quickly. To defend him to me 1 
I do not know whether it be the more ridicule or tlie 
more insult. Indeed, it is both 1 

Princm {with team in her eyes). Oh Claire, 1 . 
think him jllst as much of a wretch as ever I did. I 
don’t spin round ; I don’t change — ^no, never— about you. 
But he cm be very nice in manner when he is natural ; 
and though you will not listen about it, he admires 
you — blindly— he is passionately anxious to have your 
good opinion. « 

if ms. Qlyon* I dare say 1 I-iord L’Estrange is sur 
feited by woman’s adulation, and his pride is piqued by 
a person who is no one in the eyes of his world daring 
to be indiflFeijent to him. Ilis anxiety to please me was 
a caprice, as the other was I 

Princess. Oh Claire, you are very hard I I can't 
see why you should not win him again and be }ia})py. 

Mme^ Olyon. I suppose you think, as he does, that 
a woman of my birth should have no pride? Win 
him again! How can you speak so? He divorced 
me when I was the most innocent thing on earth, 
and 

Princess. No, he did not divorce you I He meant 
to come back in two years. 

Jlfme* Glyon. Two years ! He makes you believe 
that. He neither meant nor would have been likely to 
.return. He separated himself from me because I 
offended liis taste, got him laughed at by his friends, 
and committed social mistakes every time I moved or 
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Bpoke* He said himself jiist now that his marriage was 
an incomprehensible act of absolute idiocy. 

PrineeBS* But if he had known you were you 

JUme. Glyon* No doubt I should have been once 
more odious and contemptible to him 1 He admires 
me, you say ; yes, I believe he does ; but what he 
admires is a woman who repulses him, who is famous, 
who has a talent that happens tolje to his taste, and who 
1)0 fancies has a past that is mysterious and not too 
creditable. His imagination and curiosity are at work, 
and his pride is stimulated and irritated ; if he knew 
this moment that I am Ijis wife, he would change in 
one instant. I should be a mere awkward, ignorant 
peasant once more in his sight ; he would say once more 
what an unutterable fool he was twelve years ago. His 
fancy for me when I was a child was caprice, but it was 
passion too ; his fancy for mo now is only caprice dovJbU 
with curiosity and pique. I am not likely to be his 
dupe twice over. 

Princeaa. You are dreadfully unforgiving. Do you 
know, if I were you, I should revenge myself, since 
you will not pardon him, in quite another way. I 
should encourage him, and I should refuse him. For I 
am certain he will ask you to marry him. 

Jdme. Qlyon {bitterly). Surely not. Since his 
marriage twelve years ago was an idiocy, he would 
never, now that he is twelve years older, desire to make 
another that would be an equal imbecility ! Bemember 
the voice of society is the voice of God to him 1 
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JPf^nom. Btttlf l»e did — ^#ou|di you~would you 
idl il» tmth or xefose V' 

.'Mvnit. Cdy&A. The latter, .cetHMoly. ,Hy; life is 
tniiiqtul and idtogether given to atii} Hs jd fall ol tbe 
world and the world's friendships and he has 

no need of aaj affections, they are * bsdfcxnn,'&lid 1 — 1 
have no need of them either. Art contents me, and 
some time or other kindly death will come and 1 shall 
forget that I have ever suffered. 

Princess (with tews in Iter eyes). And suffer 
still. 

Mme. Glyon. Of course. The utmost one gets 
after a mortal wound is some dull drowsy lulling of the 
pain from sheer habit of bearing with it, and the 
fomiliaiity of time. 

\SeTvamt enters and announces Last C!owes, Lady 
St. Asafh..., Mu£. Glyon goes oui as they 
approach. 

Lady Cowes. Dear Princess, we are so late and it 
isn’t your day, but we thought we must take a peep at 
you, though we cannot stop an instant. Lady Bt. 
Asaph had something very espenial to say to you — to 
ask you. 

Prkieess {aside). I am sure it is to subscribe to a 
church, w todo something spiteful on my visiting-list. 
{Aloud.) I shall be so charmed if 1 can be any pse. 
Yes f What is it ? Do tdl me, please ? 

Lady St. Asaph {dropping her voice). Gould you 
— would you mind — ^pray do not think me too personal 
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— but would you if Madame Glypn uYeally 

going to matty pmiwt.? ,•< ‘ ^ .■ ^ " , , 

Prm6^ i(p; I 8o«>X 

don’t knoir. Wti^ ma^ you idtiak of it K , , ^ ' 
Xody /St. daaph. ‘ Ob, eveiynneis tMlciag abo^ it ; 
tbey say it is definitely axrai)^, and ^'^twold be ae very 
— very— very — ^vjsai dreadfuL - , . ' 

Prirums (j^rply), Ihreadful? Why? 
hady St. Asaph. Ob, dear Princess, you see Aldred 
Dorian is a sort of cousin of ours — distant, but still a 
cousin — the sixteenth Lord St. Asaph married a Dorian 
of Decpdene. Of course bj has always been very strange 
and odd, caring for nothing butpainting, and throwing 
away all his chances ; hut still he is a cousin of ours 
and of heaps of other people too, and if you do know 
anything of this marriage, I do entreat you to tell me 
the truth. 

Princess. I don't know anything of it; but if the 
thing were so, what would it matter? why would it 
Ite dreadful? You know that Madame Crlyon is my 
guest and my friend. 

Lady Cowes imploringly'). Oh, dear Princess, 
pray do not he quite too vexed with us. We remem- 
bered your aSection for her, but for all that we 
resolved to come and ask you frankly to tdl us the 
truth. 

Zady St. Asaph. And beg you to stop this 
marriage without scandal ; that is the great thing to 
do. Aldred Dorian is so headstrong; if there were 
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any opposition, it would mako him ten times more 
determined^ 

PrinceBs, But why should I^^op it? Mind, I 
don’t know anything about it ; Init why fiihould I try 
to stop it if I did ? 

Lady St Asaph {loiverhig voice). Dear 
Princess, you are very young, and you have a very 
warm heart, and you will let an old woman, who knows 
tliis wicked world better than you do, tell you some- 
thing painful, that it is iiecossaiy you should laiow ? 
You will allow me ? 

Princess. I never knew anyone wish to tell mo 
anything unless it wore painful 1 Yes ; pray say it out. 
I am very inquisitive. 

Lady Coives. You know we can only have one 
motive : to save Dorian and to open your eyes. 

Lady St Asaph. And I feel that you ought to 
know it. 

Princess. To know what ? Oh, please be quick ! 

Lady St Asaph. Well — that — well, 1 never can 
bear to say these things ; foi, after all, one cannot be 
sure, and one can never be too charitable — but still, 
sometimes it is one's duty — dear Princess, what dvl 
you know of Madame Glyon ? 

Princess. Slie was at the convent where I was. 

Lady St Asaph. Ah, quite so ; but who was slu* ? 

Princess. Of very humble birth, I believe; she 
never disguisea it ; she is not ashamed of it. 

Lady St Asaph. Ah, I see ; dear sweet creature, 
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jour goodness and your innocence naturally lead you 
to be too trustful ; but indeed, if you will allow me 
to advise you, you will make some excuse for bring, 
ing this lady’s visit to you to a close* We know 
for ceii^aiuj on most unimpeachable authority, 
that M* Glyon never existed. Yon will understand 
me ? 

Princess {colouring). I really don’t. I don’t 
care the least for M. Glyon ; I love Claire. 

Lady Cowes. Ah, dear Princess, that is so sweet 

and unsuspecting 1 Of course you fall a prey 

Lady St. Asaph. It was Aldred Dorian’s infatua- 
tion that led me to make inquiries at' the proper 
sources of information. You really do not seem to see 
the matter in its true and very serious light. There 
has never been a M. Glyon. The whole thing, name 
. and marriage and all, is false. She is a clever artist, 
no doubt — at least, they say so ; but she is quite — 
quite — unfit for the honour of your aflFection and 
protection. They told me in the very strictest con- 
fidence at the French Embassy 

Princess {rising and speaking quicJdy). Then 
please, Lady St. Asaph, keep tlieir confidence. You 
must think the very worst of me if you like, but I will 
not hear another word against Claire. 

Lady Cowes. But she has an assumed name. 

Lady Asaph. There never was a M. Glyon, 
Lady Cowes. They say she has two millions worth 
of diamonds ; how did she get them ? 
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Lady St,. Amph. Aldrod Doiia&r will close society 
agido^ bim for ever if he iparry het, 

ZAudy Comes. You luiow,’ ev«s7lK>4y Jnwws she 
does aot paint her own |Hotuies — che never iSd. ' 
Za<% Asaph. If you will 4»ily. Mhm ine^ I can 
prove to you that you harbour a mere adventuress. 

JPrinoesB, Ob, please don’t make me (|aarrel with 
you ; 1 should be so sorry to have to do th^ ; but not a 
word more must you say. You are all wrong, entirely 
wrong; and as for her marrying Aldred Porian, she 
will no more marry him than I shalL 

Lady St. Asaph. So positive an assurance from 
you is a gn^t comfort, for you must know so much 
better than anyone else. But some day when you are 
calmer about it, I think I shall convince you that 
French artists with feigned names are very compro- 
mising guests. 

Lady Cowee, Dear Princess, you have told mo 
yooi'self that her husband was cruel to her. 

PriTicees. So he wets. 

Lady Cowes cmdLady St. Asaph {together). But 
if he never existed ? 

Princess. He did — he does. 
lady Cowes and Lady St. Asaph {in ehoi'its). 
Does I Then she is not a widow ? She is separated ? 

Princess {impodiendy). If she be, at least Aldred 
Dorian is safe frdmberl You wiU pardi^ me if I ask 
you to leave my friend’s name in peace. 

Lady St. Asaph {softly). If one only knew what 
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her luuae !b ! t>h» I MQ so quite too grieved I 
have vexed huii. reoQ^ 1 thought jrou ei^t to 
know wJ«t th’^' say* ,. 

iVineess. ‘27ley e«y* W killed 
ships and xauc^ happiness, hut it won’t IduS ^ 
Claire’s. Won’t you have some tea? No A Oh, you 
have not vexed me. One is not vexed at what is not 
in the very least true. 

Lady St. Asaph (with a sigh). How beautiful 
such confidence is! But, alas! dear Princess, when 
you are as old as 1 you will have learnt tbvt there is 
no enemy so dangerous and so costly as belief in 
others! We shall meet to-night? You will be en 
heavil, X am sure, and I Lear Hodrigues has done 
something marvellous for yon in humming-birds and 
ivory satin. Av, reoair — don’t be angry, love I 

Frinoeas (left alone). Ob, the old cats ! the horrid 
old cats ! And I am quite sure I answered so badly ; 
and I let them know that her husband was alive! Two 
millions worth of diamonds I Claire ! who won’t wear 
as much as a silver bangle, and spends all hier money 
on the poor of Paris ! Oh, the horrid old cats ! Poking 
into everybody^ cupboards, and if they see a cobweb 
declaring it’s a skeleton I I haven’t told any of them 
any stories yet, but I think — I shall begin. Intnmon 
ought to be answered by invention. If only Claire 
would dedttre herself! — but she never wilL Of course, 
as she has had tire strength to keep rilent all these 
twelve years, she will go on doing so. Carlinol Garlino! 
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(The VnmcB enters.) Will you tell "one thing, 
truthfully if you can ? Do people ever ask you questions 
about Claire’s husband ? 

Prince. Mia caral I think they do, now you 
name it. 

Princess. And what do you answer ? 

Prince. Mia cara, 1 know nothing of the gentle- 
man, so what can I say? She does not produce her 
liusband, and I think you said he was dead ; biit whetlu'r 
he is dead, or in Ilussia, or in America, what docs it 
matter ? She is a handsome woman, and might amu^e 
herself very well if slie chose. I know two or three 
men who admire her greatly, only she has too much 
the air of the nemo me imimne lacessit. 

Princess. You would like my female friends to !je 
like yours, then ? 

Prince. Amiability is always agreeable. I should 
be so glad if you would rememlKir that 

Princess. I will try and remember it, and you 
must not blame me if you diblike the results of my 
remembrance. 

Prince. You mean some menace very profound, 
but I do not follow it. And I do not think you will 
ever get out of your regrettable liabit of making little 
scenes about everything — ^you like them too well. 

Princess. I detest them, but when you insult 
me 

Prince. Ah, ahl what is coming but a scene? 
Bather instruct me what I am to say about the dead or 
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the vani$||^ husband of your friend. They do talk 
much about her just now I 

PrinceBB. Say she is an angel^ and that he was 
most utterly unworthy* 

Pri/nce^ Oh, cara mia^ they would laugh at me 
for being in love with her. And as for being un- 
worthy, everyone knows that husbands are always that ; 
there is not a pretty woman in Europe whose husband 
is not a brute — ^if you listen to her. I am convinced 
you tell Montelupo I am a monster. 

Princess. Montelupo sees for himtelf that you 
outrage my feelings on every occasion. 

PHnce. And he consoles you for the outrage. Ah, 
yes, that is just as it should be. Only, Montelupo is a 
puppy — a gmllo — an inanity — an absolute ass — you 
might choose better, more creditably. 

Princess (aside). lie has some decency left ; he is 
jealous. Perhaps he will tire of that liorrid woman yet I 
(AloiuL) I find Montelupo quite charming; he has 
so much tact, so much silent sympathy. 

Prince* And recompenses himself for his silence 
by boasting with both lungs in the club I 

Prmccss. And don't you boast, sometimes ? 

Prince (angrily). No, never. I am not a monkey, 
all grimace, like your servo ; and I tell you now, once 
for all, that though you can divert yourself as you 
please, and have any number of young men about you 
lliat you like, it is a niimber that you must have, and 
not anyone in especial ; for if I get laughed at about 
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you, or hear vaj name dragged through thiljinb, then* 
Signora Pdiioipessa 

iVinocsa. Oh^ th^ yon mean efknd np in 


fotir shirt with a big satae ? Very Well, yhat will be 
very flatttting to me. Biit the Dnbhess Banta will be 
reiy angry I 

[i8Ae Uavia the nn^ with a liiUe laugh, and the 
PamoB stands disconcerted. Se pours himsdf 
out a glass of kummd at ths iea-iahle, and 
says with a sigh, " 

If she were not my wife, she would really be be- 
witching. As it is — die seccatura / 


Scene V. 

Same room, five o’clock next day. 

a 

Present: L’Estkangb and the PBiKCJSSSe 

VEsirange* Princess, in spite of yonr kind pro- 
mises, which I am sure have been sustained by kind 
o^ces, Madame Gl3"on remains for ever on the defensive 
with me* What is the reason? Do not spare my 
vanity in answering me* 

Princess. Well, I must tell you a secret if I am 
to answer you honestly. 

V Estrange. I will be worthy of your confidence. 

Princess. Ob, it is not very much of one, only 
Qaire would be angry if I spoke of it. You must know, 
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tben^ ^ Qonyent with— wbat 

did you oB! Iter the other day?~the poor youug girl 
who had the mirfortoue to be your wife of a year* 
VEstmnge. I uuderstaud^ Madame Griyou re- 
memberg her^ pities hert, and $0 deemg me a itrretoh ? 

Prviice9B. Exactly.' Of course you know it did 
make a terrible impression on ali^of us^ and Claire being 
older than felt it more. I do not think anything 
you could eveir say or do would change the impression 
that she has of you. 

L" Estrange, She is very unjust ; it is of no use to 
go over that old ground, yet it is strange that so serene 
a woman should show herself so implacable on a matter 
that can never have touched herSelf. 

Princess, She was attached to your wife ; pity is 
very strong in such a woman as Claire. 

V Estrange, She has none for me. 

PriHfoess. My dear Lord L’Estrange, she probably 
is as convinced as I am that you never can possibly be 
a subject fur compassion. 

LEstrange, Be serious, dear Princess. Surely, 
by all I Lave said to you, you must believe that my 
admiration for your friend is so strong that it must be 
called by another word. Therefore, her coldn^s to me 
is mol'd than painful ; it is so distressing to me that I 
am a fool to linger on in Koine, 

Princess, Oh, she is going back to Paris at ifi- 
car^me. But, really and truly, with all this feeling 
for her, would you go so far as to commit another folly? 
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VEHtraugc. You are her friend, an(|||j||pu would 
call it a tolly ? 

Princess, Certainly; from the world's point of 
view, as your other marriage was. Claire is a famous 
woman, but she is not of high birth; she is not rich, 
and the ill nature of society has touched her. You 
know it is like London soot; it flies about by the 
merest accident, but if it smudges you, the smut makes 
you look foolish, though you be yourself white as 
snow. 

V Estrange, Princess, she is your friend, therefore 
you will believe that I would not insult either you oi 
herself by a mere frivolous curiosity. Will you let me 

you then honestly — is she free to marry? 

Princess* To marry you ? 

V Estrange, Well, put it so — is she? There is a 
rumour, more than a rumour, that Glyon is not dead. 

Princesf^, lUit would you marry her ? 

VEstrange, Please answer my question first. 

Princess. Then, yes ; ten times over, yes ; she can 
be your wife, if she wish it, with a'?, clear a consoienee 
as I am Carlino s. IJiit do you wish it ? That I (]t)ubt 
very much. 

UEstrange, I am beginning to wish it passion- 
ately. I gave her to understand me so, last night. 

Princess, And what did she say ? 

V Estrange, Nothing ; we were interrupted ; your 
rooms were so full. 

Princess, But seriously — ^you do not seriously 
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mean that^ou are ready to give your title a second 
time to a woman without birth ? 

Tj Estrange. If I be willing to dower your friend 
with all I possess, it is cot you, Princess, who should 
quarrel with me. She has a grand genius, and I am 
sure a grand nature. They are worth sixteen quar- 
tcrings. I am a conservative in some ways, but I have 
no prejudices. 

Princess, I am sure yon mean what you say now, 
or you think you do ; but I am so afraid that — you are 
so very changeable 

V Estrange. That is her idea. I am not so. 

Princess. I mean, you kno\f, that wlu^n you see a 
rare piece of Celadon or Crackling that charms you, 
you bid against everybody, and would ruin yourtelf to 
liave it knocked down to you. But, then, when you 
have had it in your collection a little time, you begin 
to think — perhaps it is an imposture, perhaps it is not 
worth its money, perhaps somebody else has something 
like it, or somethiug better; and then, little by little, 
little by little, you quite grow into disgust with the 
poor piece, and would like to put it out of your cabinets 
altogether, if you were only quite sure. Now, one 
woman you have already treated like the bit of Celadon; 
and, though you are so eager now to pay any price for 
another, I am afraid you would feel much the same to 
her in time, if you had your way. And Claire is not a 
mere piece of china who will let herself be broken 

Q 
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like the other; she is a voi’y sensitive and Very pn)ud 
woman, 

Jj Estrange^ You have a poor impression of me; 
J our friend lias inoculated you with her opinions* 

Princess* Cm you deny that towards your ehina 
you do gradually grow from adoration* to indifference, 
from indifference to doubt, from doubt to downright 
Jisgust ? 

EEstrange. One always depreciates or over-efii- 
mates what is one’s own. But yoiu parallel is not 
juite true. I have pieces of Old Vienna, of Japanese, 
jf Crackling, with which I have been satis6ed for 
twenty years. It is only where there is a doubt that 
>ue grows whimsical and dksatisfied. 

Princess* M"ell, Claire to )c»u would be like the 
3bina that you do doubt about. If you won her, you 
irould always be saying to yourself, Whut does the 
ivorld think of her ? 

V Estrange* You make me a poor creature. 

Princess, Xo, no; only a ronnoisseur not easy 
with his hibetofs unless the whole of mankind be envy- 
ing tffera. Kuvy is the mark that st^ciety scratches on 
:be very l)est of everything, as they used to put double 
Us on the Bourbon Sevres. Unless your Si*vjres had 
vhe double L V, jou would not care for it, 

V Estrange. You are so witty, Princ<?ss, that it is 
inpossihle to keep up with you, and I do not want wit 
:o-day ; I w'ant sympathy, 

PriticesH. Try and get it from Claire, 
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GIiTON entdre, not $eein,g Xi’EsnuKOB ; 
has a quantity of daffodils and nareiseus in 
her Jtand. Sits speeds to the Pkihobss. 

Ijiiura, these are lovelier tbaa your camelHas and 
araleas. 1 will put them in your Venetian bowl (sees 
I/EsTnAKQjs). You here again. Lord L’Estrange ? Good 
morning. Why must one say morning evai while 
vespers are sounding ? 

L' Estrange. Dinner is Oie only meridian we recog- 
nise. I never knew why we have not called it supper. 
You have got those ilowers in the Doria woods, I 
tliink ? 

Mvie. Glyon. Yes, I have been there with Bebd. 

Princess. Ah, my Ilebc I I must go and see him. 
I hope you have not tired him. I am afraid he is 
getting to love you better than me. 

id me. Glyon. I shall be gone in ten days, and then 
liobt* will forget. 

[EAt the rBixcEss. L’liSTitAXfiE approaches Mme, 
GiiTON as she is arranging the lUtffodUs. 

L'Kstrange. Do you lx?lieve it is so easy for even 
Bebe to f )rget you ? 

Mnie. Glyon, Yea, it is very easy. Beb6 is a boy ; 
over his Easter eggs ho will forget even what my face 
is like, 

J/Estrange. I do not think even Belw at his 
Ynatiire years will he so faithless. I wish you would 
have mon^ true conception of (he hold 3’ou take upon 
us. ^lost people have so fiir ti'O much Folf-eKtoem, 
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You err in ibe very oppi>sitc fault of sclf-detraCition 
and eelf-depreciation, 

Mme. Gbjoiu No ; I know where my strenfjth lies 
and where my weakness does. I can force tlje worbl 
into admiration of my works, hut I never yet could 
influence a living being. Some people are like that ; 
their power of volition is expended on their art; in 
the facts of life they are weak, and write their names 
in water. 

L^Estrange, You wrilti yours in fire on men’s 
memories. Will you let me say again what I said ill 
last night ? Will you 

Mme. Glynn, Leave it un’s-aid ; I will consider it 
unsaid. You spoke on a mere impulse — a whim of the 
mtraenU We till know Mich a whim cost you dear 
once. 

VE^t range. Can you never h ave in oblivion that 
one folly ? After all, it was no crime. 

Mine* Ghjon, I think it was one. 1 inny be hyper- 
critical. 

VEislrang(\ If it were, leave it in its grave. 

Af^e, Glyon, In her grave. 

Estrange, You are most unjust. One moment 
you call my hapless marriage a whim, the next a crime. 
It cannot be both. If I Ik' such a poor light piece of 
thisih^down, I cannot seriomly lie loaded with responsi- 
bilities eo weighty. I cannot sec what that one action 
of my past can have to do with you. 

Mrae, Glyon, Nothing; only, I am quite well 
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aware that what you profess to feel for me is of no 
more worth, and will have no longer life, than what 
you felt for the gardener’s daughter, of whom you made 
a countess. 

VEstrange. Good heavens t how shall I convince 
you ? Can you compare yourself one instant, in your 
genius, your brilliancy, your fame, to that poor child 
whose mere physical loveliness, for an hour of summer** 
passion, made me lose my wits and brave the laughter 
of the world ? 

Mme. Qlgon (lookutg at hivi sternly). There is 
not so very vast a ditference. 1 am of the people. 
Your world, if it do not laugh* at me, often slanders 
me. To love ?nc, a man would need to be indifferent 
to eonuncnt and to innuendo ; no coward before con- 
ventionality, and (l(‘af as a marble wall to the en- 
venomed buzz of cbatttuing tongues. Lord L'Estrange, 
you ar^ not such a man. 

V Estrange. I could l)ecome such — for you. 

Ahm. Glyon. You think so at this moment. I 
Indieve you to l>e sincere. Lut you deceive yourself. 
You never would resist the pressure of social opinion* 
You see me through your own eyes now, and do me 
more than justice ; but, if I listened to you, soon — 
very soon — you would see me through the eyes of 
others, and little by littlo you would quarrel with your- 
self once more for having been a fool. 

EEstrangc {bitterly). Ah ! You can reason so 
ably and so coldly because 1 do not touch a fibre of 
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your eytnpathies; I do not for a moment quicken a 
pulse of your heart I If you had the faintest feeling 
for me, you would not condemn me with such chilly logie- 
Mme* Glyon {looking down on the daffodils). I 
am not insensible to the honour you do me, and I 
believe in the momentary sincerity of your assurances. 
But — that is all. ‘ 

VEstrangc {passionately). What can I siiy to 
make you believe mon’j ? 

Mhis. Glyon. Nothing vfovAA make me in 

the duration of tlie fantasy that moves yon this 
Carnival time, and will have hdt you, as my nieni«»ry 
wi!l have left Beb<% ])y Easter-day. 

[S/tc lings. A semint enters. 
Mme. Glyon {to Servant). Bring water for lliis 
bowl of flowers. Lord L'Estrang#*, why do you distress 
yourself and me? Go — go iu peace; and when you 
awake out of this ni<unentary madiiesH, as you will do 
very swn, you will suy to yt>urself, ‘ ilow nearly I com- 
mitted a secoiul folly because a woman’s pictures had a 
morhldez^a and a fancy in them that I liked I’ 

V Estrange. You are cruel! You are unjust! 

You are utterly wrong ! 

Mme. Olym. Here is Giovanni with the water. 
He understands English very well. 

VEstrange. But if I could convince you of the 
sincerity of my feelings — of their constancy— would 
there he anything on your side to forbid your listening 
tf* me ? 
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Mnie^ Glyon* It is mere waste of time to discuss 
the impossible, 

JjEHrange* At least do'me the justice of a frank 
reply. Would you bo free to grant me what I solicit ? 

Mme* Glyon. What do you mean ? 

V Estrange. I mean in plain words— is Glyon 
dead ? 

Mine* Glgon {with emharntsstnerd). Were there 
a shadow of claim on me from any other, jmu may be 
sure I would never liave let you speak such words as 
you duive done. But these quest ions are very idle. 
I-rord L’Ed range, in plain words, since you ask for 
them, I refuse vou. 

VKslvaagc* 1 will leave you. You will make my 
excuses to the Prine(‘. [Exit. 

IShe conipUies the arrangement of the fowers 
and then dismisstis the sercant, Alone^ she 
sinks into a seat and barsts into tears. 

He loves me ni)W I Aud if I ci>uld keep up the 
comedy, be would love mo, perhaps, always. I might 
marry him again, and he need never know the truth. 
But I would not win him by a lie — it would be too 
base. iMaylw^ even as far as I have gone is wrong; 
and yet it was such temptation to see his cold heart 
day by day worm and soften towards me, and his 
fastidious fancy find in me his ideal. And he is so. 
dear to me — so dear ! How could he not know that 1 
resented so passionately because I loved so well 1 Maybe 
even now we might be happy — no, not if he knew the 
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truth. I Bhonld lose all my charm for him ; he would 
be once more afraid of all my antecedents ; be would 
be once more seeing the peasant in my step, in n^y 
voice, in my habits ; he thinks me a muse, a goddess, 
— but if he knew 1 He is so utterly the uncon- 
scious slave of his fancy, he is so entirely under the 
dominance of mere caprice, that when he learned that 
he was in love with his owm wife he would be dis- 
enchanted, like a child who sees the fair}’ of a panto- 
mime, stripped of her gossamer wings and golden 
crown, trudging tluough mud, in common everyday 
attire. He is entirely the creature of his fancy, as the 
child is. And I could not risk it again — the gradual 
disillusion, impatience that only courtesy con- 
trolled, the fading away of terulerncHs into dissatisfac- 
tion, the changing of adoration into incessant criticism ; 
no, I could never Ixar them now. Better that we 
should fur ever live apart. I have art ; he has the 
world. He will be happy; iu three monllis’ time he 
will have forgotten my rejection. And yet, f»h heaven I 
how li:ird it is not to cry of:L to him — My love I my 
love 1 
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Scene VL 
DorUtn's Studio. 

Present : Lady Cowes, Lady St. AsArif, the Princess, 
Irswicii, Montelupo. 

Princess. Is Dorian really gone ? 

Lady St. Asaph. Oh yes, to the Soudan. I am 
so thankful. 

Princess. Oh dear, how can you he ! All his 
delightful life in Rome to !)e broken up like this, and 
all theue delicious things to Ik* sold — it is too utterly 
vexing; and his Tuesday teas for us in Carnival wore 
the very pleasantest things one had —how can you say 
you arc thankful ? and that delicious nigro and the 
niello teapot I 

Lady St. Asaph. Dear Princess, you know ^vhy 
I am thankful. A temporary hr(*ak-up is very much 
iHitler for him than a lifelong misfortune, and you can 
buy the teaiK)t at the sale; the negro is gone with him 
to Africa. 

Loily Cowes. And of course he will come back 
with another negro in a year or two, and begin to buy 
teapots again, and get tapestries together in a new 
studit). It was the very wisest thing he could do 
to go. 

Ipswich* Is it true, Princess, that your handsome 
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friend sent him to the Soudan because she is trying^ it 
on with L'Estrange ? A 

Lady Omvea. Everyone knows that-, Lord Ipnwicb, 
except^ perhaps, the Princess. 

Princess {kasiily)^ It is utterly false. 

Lady Cowes and Lady St. Asaph (JoyeHter). Oh, 
dear Princess I 

Prhicess. Utterly false ! If you must know, she 
refused to mari’y both Aid cod Dorian and liord 
L'Estrange. There I you make me say mean things — 
things I never ought to say — because you are so ob- 
stinate, so untrue, so unkind. 

Lady SL Asaph {angrily). Rlie certainly did not 
refuse Aldred Dorian. We talkeii to him — we arc 
cousins-— and he said how right we were,anddetenuirie^l 
to go to Africa. 

Princess. As if Dorian was such a 
creature as to be talked to — talked over! Of course 
you ilon't believe me, but I know slie refuscxl him here 
in this very studio. 

Lady Cutves. 8he tidd you so, I suppose ? 

Princess. No, she did not. Dorian told me him- 
self. He was wretched. He will never be the same 
man or the same artist again 

Ipswich {laugh mg). And is L’Fstrange wretched ? 
On my word, I don't see it. He was buying brocad<?fl 
in the Ghetto this morning with all the zest imaginable. 

Princess. His soul never rises above brocades and 
hibeUts 1 No, I don't mean tlmt ; he can be very nice, 
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very oliaiming, bot it makes me angry to sec bow lie 
does a\)||Drb himself in did rubbish. It is better than 
horses, though. 

Lwly St. Asaph. I thought you said be was in 
lnv»‘ with your friend? She certainly is entirely 
as nobody ever heard of her till five years 

ago I 

l-^fhicenfi. Oh, you mean till all Paris ctowdini to 
lier groat picture of the ‘ Oleanerj?.* Well, no artist 
can be heard of until something « cxhibitKi. 

IimvieJu Come, Princess, you don’t mean sm(‘U.sly 
that she has thrown over L"h>tmngi‘ ? 

Princess. I am very st>irv f said it. I 0 \ighL not 
to have said it ; but a< 1 h.isc ? »i<l it, I .mu’! unsay il, 
and it is tnv% 

Jjtstrlch, Wrll- it Ix ats rne -wlk Ji his marriage 
tvvclvt* yenrs s^go such a blunder. 

Ladf/ Sf* xlsitph. Tlu're caun->l lie any question of 
anv tiling half so iiiiiuci^nt as <‘veu a stupid marriage, 
Madame (rlyou’s Imskuul is alive — the Princess told us 
so the other day. 

Princess, You quite misunderstood what I meant, 
ami my friend is quite free to marry Lord 1/Estrange 
if she choose to marry him. 

Lady Cowes, Wcdl, I think lie had better ask a 
few questions in Paris first — the questions you should 
have asked, dear Princess I 

Pmicess, I never do ask questions about my 
friends. I was born in a country-house on the SL 
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Lawrence, wberc nobody is supposed to know good 
manners, and I was taught that to sneak heh^d any- 
IxKiy’s back, to pry about them, was a very vnl^r sort 
of thing to do, Kut, in society, everybody does seem 
to me to be vulgar. 

[Lady Cowes and Lady St. Asaph laugh slighiJy. 

Ipswich, Well, yes, society is a bit of a cad, 
there’s no doubt alK)iit it ; we do slang one anotlier so 
awfully. Here’s L’Estningi'; come to look after the 
niello teapot, I’ll be bound. 

V Estrange {salutes them ami (tdds to Lady St, 
Asaph) — I cannot toll you how sorry I am about Dorian. 
Are these things really to be sold ? 

Ipswich. There! thaCs all ho thinks about. He 
wants the teapot and the tiipe.striea. To have ont*’« 
friends really interested in one’s disappi arance or death, 
one must have got togetlier a hd of good things in pots 
and pans and l>ed-eurtaiiis and old iron. 

IS Estrange. Are tlu-y really to be sold ? 

Lady St. Asaph. Oh, yes; he tloes not mean to 
come Ijack. 

IS Estrange. He will C(»me back. No one can stay 
away from Kome who once has cared for it. 

Lady St. Asaph, I3ut they are all to be sold ; be 
has left all directions to Costa’s judgment. 

UEstrange. He is great friends with Costa. I am 
so very sorry ; few have so fine a mind as Dorian ; few 
give one such genial companionship. 

Princess. And such delightful Tuesday teas. How 
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we shall miss those Tuesdays with those solemn tapes- 
tries frowming at our frivolity I 

Lady 8U Asaph. We must be going homewards. 
Good-day, dear Princess; we shall meet at Madame 
Minghetti’s. [Exd with Lady Cowes amd Ii»swicn. 

Prhicess. I have to wait here for Carlino. He 
wants to look over the things before any regular ar- 
rangement is made about them. It seems Porijm has 
some wonderful irasferato work in steel and silver. 

IjEstravfjc. Yes; I know it: it is exquisite. I 
will see Costa at once, and try and buy everything as 
it stands, witliout lei ting a sale come on. Dorian is 
terribly mistaken to think of idling his things. One 
should never do that. 

• Pri access. liOrd 1/Kstrange, I said just now that 
you cared for nothing but brocades and bric*d-brac* It 
seeiiuid a little harsh whtJii I had said it, but you see it 
is true. You are feeling nothing for Aldred Dorian; 
you are only thinking of Inning his things, just as 
Carlino is. 

VEsiva}*(ff\ Princ*(»ss, I am thinking of buying 
them, it is true; but I am only thinking of it for this 
reason — that I want to keep the afdier together just 
as Dorian left it, so that when he comes back, as he will 
certainly do, he can have it all again if he please to 
have it ; he will <jnly need to hand me over my pur- 
chase-money. I do not like Dorians things to be 
dispersed. 

Priiioess. Oh— b—hl I beg your pardon, I did 
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misjudge you. But bovr can you go buying brocades 
at the Ghetto when you pretend to be miserable about 
Claiie’g indifference ? 

L'Eatrange. L'un n*empSeh« pm Fawtre. One's 
habits are a part of oneself ; one puts them on as one 
puts one's boots on in the morning. Besides, you mn>t 
remember I do not ‘ sorrow as those that have no hope.* 
I lielteve that Madame Glyon will come in time to do mo 
justice, as you hare now done in a lesser matter. 

Princess. But she is going away. 

L' Estrange, To Paris ? Well, I usually spend the 
spring in Paris. I do not forcsi-e any great obstacle in 
her return to Paris. If there were no greater 

Princess. And you really would make her your 
Countess ? 

L’Estrange. I would really make her my Oountea-*, 
if you like that Court Circular fonn of expression. I 
prefer to say that I would make her my wife. It seems 
the warmer term. 

Privci'ss. Do you know, Lord L’E'l range, I am 
getting quite fond of )OU? 

Jj Estrange. I am too charmed. 

Princess. I never thought you had so much fetding ; 
and it isn’t onlg evanescent, is it ? 

EEetrange. As far as I know myw'lf, it is not. It 
is of this that I want you to persu.ado your friend. Hhe 
got rid of me yesterday by means of daffodils and a 
servant, and it is difficult for me to approach her again 
yet. She was so very cold. Indeed, she seems always 
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disposed to resent as an impertinenee the highest com« 
pliment that a man can pa; to a woman« 

PrittcesB. Well, I have done all I can. But Claire 
has her own views— it is difficult to change them. I 
think you will do better not to worry her. 

LEstrmge. Worry her! You certainly do treat 
one to rough facts, Princess. I suppose what you mean 
is that one must ride a waiting-race. 

Princeas. Yes, that is what I do mean. I quite 
understand your impatience. You are a very great 
person, and you have got a very high place, and you 
would give ail you have to Claire, and you naturally 
expect your goucrosity to mc'et at least with gratitude. 
Only you see it is all spoilt in her eyes by the feet that 
j*ou were equally generous to that poor peasant girl, and 
repented it. 

I/Estrang^. I think it hard that a hmg-past folly, 
which was after all a cliivalrous folly, should for ever be 
quoted again^t me. 

PriucesB* Perhaps it is hard, but it is good for you 
to taste a wholesome bitterness for once. You have 
been fed on lioney. (27ie Prixcb e7}ter8.) Carlino, it 
is no use your fretting yourself over the traaferatoi 
Ijord L'Estrange is going to buy up everything by a 
private arrangement. 

Prince. Is Chat so, cam mia ? 

IjEsiran^r/e. I am going to try and do it, at any 
• rate. It is folly to break up this charming atelier. 
Dorian will certainly return. 
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Prince^ VTnen he has ceased to break his heart 
about La Glyon, Laura should send that lady back to 
Paris : she makes mischief here. There is Sant’ Elmo 
now wild to marry her, and he is hon prince and enor- 
mously rich, and a handsome lad too ; she will take him, 
1 dare say. 

PrmceaB, No, she will not; you will not under- 
stand, Carlino. She does not want to marry — again. 

Prince. Oh, yes ; she is a muse, and all that, but 
she will take a very big thing w^hen it comes to her. 
Dorian was not a very big thing ; he w^as only a fairly 
nice thing. That wSvS not enough for your friend. She 
is ambitious. One sees that in the way her head is 
poised. Now, Sant’ Elmo is a grand marriage; you 
cannot have a grander — off a tlu-one : Roman prince, 
Spanish duke, Hungarian margraf, and rich— oufi — if 
I were only as rich ! 

Princess {low to L’Esthangb). Don’t you feel as if 
you were at Christie’s (»r the Drouot, bidding against 
Lord Dudley fur a vkvbx Vienne cup ? 

V Estrange. I did not need the stimulus. 

Prince. Lord LEstrange, shall we go together to 
the Via llargutta ? If Costa refuse to let you purchase 
en hloc^ 1 should ike to say a word to him about the 
traeferiUo. 

EEstrange. Certainly. The Princess comes with 
us? 

Princess. No; I shall stay here till Claire comes, 
and then we are going very far out to some convent to 
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8ee some Madonna of Mino's that no male eym mmt 
profane. 

[Mmk. Glton enters. The PaiKcn and L’EsraAKon 
bow to /ior and go out. 

Gaire, he is going to buy all Dorian's things and 
keep them till Dorian comes back. Isn't it nice of 
him ? Do you know, ho is very nice when you under* 
stand him. I do — I do, indeed, think you are in 
error. 

Mme. Glyon. I know that I have been in error 
when I came into this room. I allowed a noble nature 
like Dorian's to fasten its liopes on me, which be never 
would Lave done, if we had not^ tacitly at any rate, led 
Jiim to believe that my husband was not living. I can 
never forgive myself the wreck of Dorian's happy and 
noWe life ; but, if you wdll believe me, until he spoke 
of it here, I never droameti of his feeling for me anything 
more than that sympathy which the same tastes and art 
beget. 

Princess. And now Carlino says there is Sant’ 
Elmo? 

Mnie. Glyon. Oh, that handsome boy will find 
many to console him. Dorian is very different 3 
him I have Iwen guilty. 

Princess. And I think you are — not altogether 
right to I-ord L'Estrange. 

Mme. Glyon. How can anyone in a false positing 
be altogether right to anyone ? A false position is like 
a wrong focus in photography; it distorts eveiything. 
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My motives in all I have done tiave been innocent 
enough, but concealment always ends in some sin or 
another. 

Princess. No, no — sin is too big a word — ^too ugly 
a word ; it does not suit you at all. Your worse faults 
are pride and over-sensitiveness; they are no very 
grave ones. But indeed, Claire, he does love you now, 
not only with his fancy. I cannot see why yoti should 
not tell him. 

Mme. Glyon. lie would be disenchanted in one 
instant. He is only captive by his imagination. 
The other day he saw the cast of my foot at Story’s 
studio, and found it perfect ; if he knew now that it 
had ever gone in wooden shoes over the plouglicd 
fields, lie would find at once that the ankle was too 
thick ox the instep too high. Alas ! 1 know him so 
well— so well ! 

Princ€H8. And you make him out a fool. 

Ghjon. Oh, no; only a dfleitante full of 

caprice. 

Princess. Well, I think }ou wrong him. I have 
said so fifty times ; and 1 novxT thought to live to say 
so, either. Would you let me try the experiment I 
told you of the other day ? lie ought at least to know 
you live. If you continue to reject him, he may turn 
for solace to someone else ; then he may want to marry 
that someone else, and then you will have to tell 
him, coute qne coUte. 

Mme. GlyoiU Oh, no ; I have kept silence twelve 
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years. I can very well keep it all my life. And you 
will never betray me ? 

Pr'mem. Never, unless you bid me. But I tbink 
you do very wrongly. You are of tkat sort of nature 
which self-sacrifice &8cinate8 ; and because an act is a 
martyrdom, you cannot also imagine that it may be at 
the same time an error. 

Mme, Glyon, Laura I you grow quite Ic^cal and 
subtle in your ailments ; I never knew you thoi^bt 
out things so much. 

PrincetB. I think them out Iwcause I love you, 
and I see your whole life going to waste ; no, not to 
waste, because your works are fine, and you spend all 
your days doing good ; but barren of all happiness, of 
all sympathy, of all tenderness, and even, you know, 
subject to the rumours of lying tongues. 

ifvie. Glyon. That last does not matter. 

Princess. Oh, no ; you arc very proud, and false- 
hood cannot touch you ; but still it tells, somehow, 
when the world crowus you with one hand and scourges 
you with the other. Will you let me try my experi- 
ment-just try it ? 

M7ne. Glyon. It would be unwise, and it would be 
useless ; I am sure he would take his release so gladly 
on any terms. 

Pnneess. That is what I will see if you pill let 
me. Do tbink it over. Tell me to-night. I don’t 
wish to persuade, but indeed — ^indeed, Claire — it is not 
fair to him to let him go on in ignorance, in a fool’s 
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paradise; and if be do know, and ijKsliaves unworthily, 
he will never force you to live with him — he is too 
truly a gentleman. 

Mme. Olyon. He will have no wish, my dear, 
when once he knows, ever to see my face again. Try 
your experiment, as you call it ; hut if he would take 
his liberty so, remember, I will be dead to him for 
ever, though I hide myself in the uttermost ends of the 
earth. 

Princess. That, of course. But if lie be loyal to 
liis forgotten wife, then you will pardon him ? 

[Mme. Glton is silent. 

Princess. Silence is asstnit. liCt us drive to the 
convent, and wc will not speak another word. I have 
all my fibs to fabricate. 

Mme. Glyon. He will accept. 

Princess. He will refuse I [Exeunt. 


Scent. VII. 

In the Cimontanara Grounds; on the stone seat of 
S. FHiypo Neri are seaieil L’EsittAKaB and the 
PniNCXss ; faciwj them are the Campayna, Porta 
San Giovannif the mountains of Albano. 

Princess. In this stone summer-house S. Philip, 
your namesake, preached to the giddy youths that 
loved him. Now I, who am very giddy, am going to 
preach to you. 1 asked yon to come here because I 
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am never sure of not being interrupted in my own 
house, and I have to tell you something very, very, 
very serious. 

L’Estranffe, I am sure you are my friend, 
Princess. 

Prince$8. I am. But my friendship can he of 
little use to you. Now Claire docs care for you — cares 
for you as you wish, but 

L' Estrange. Never mind the ‘ huts ! ' How can I 
thank you. Princess ? 

Princess. It will l)e a folly, you know. Another 
folly 1 * 

VEstraixfie. I do not ihiuk so. 

Princess, And you did not think bo once of the 
other. Are you sure you will not cliange ? 

VEstranrje, I ani certain that I shall not. 

Princess. But if tlie world 

V Estrange. The world will have no power over me. 

Princess. It had much twelve years ago. 

V Estrange. Pray let the past alone. I want to 
live in the prcsf^nti. Wliat, you have told me this 
morning makes it as cloudless as the day is. 

Princess. Wait ! I have more to tell you. 

V Estrange. What else can matter? I am happy. 

Princess. Ah, don't say so ; wait till you hear 

everything. Claire could liave cared for you, but 

I feel frightened to go on, but 

L Estrange {grow i ng pale). G Ivon is not dead ? 

Princess. It is not that. Maitre Jules Desrosne, 
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tho gnat B^ch advo«atie» you know, is in Romo. He 
has come for the French Cardinals—— 

V Strange. What has that to do with me f 

Prineesa. Well, I don’t know how to tell you, but 
1 must; and I could not, if there were not some coioo- 
lation in it too ; bat Maitre Desrosne has known me 
from a child — he defended a case for my&ther against 
the French G-ovemment — and as he heard the gossip of 
Borne, which made out that Claire was going to marry 
you next week, he told me to tell you something, which 
he thought I might break to you better than he could, 
as you have Mvet knowu liim. 

L'Estrunge. Well? Speak out, Princess. WJjat 
is this terrible thing that a French lawyer knows ? 

PriticesB. Ob, do not jest; pray do not jest. 
Maitre Desrosne is quite distressed for you ; it is— it is, 
that your first wife — I mean — the person you married, 
you know — did not die. 

J/Edrange. WIkU ? 

Prineeaa. Yes, that is it — that is what he says ; 
she is alive — he knows her very well ; he has Iteen her 
counsel. 

Ij Estrange. Good God I Arc you mad, or am I ? 

Pri/ticeaa. Nobody is ; oh, pray do not look so ; you 
frighten mew You look as if I had turned you into 
stone. 

[L’Estkange rises awl r/ums about uoitk his 
face averted. 

DEstrange. I will not frighten you, Princess. 
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Only give i»e one moment to get my breath— you have 
etunned me- 

PrinctM (murmurinff), I am ao eorryl De^rosne 
could not tell you before, becauBe he only knew it in 
confidence, as her adviser; she gave him permission 
now because she hoard of your 

N Estrange. But how can it be ? She was drowned, 
and it was supposed her body was washed out by the 
underground waters to the Seine. 

Princess. Oh, yes ; that is quite true- I mean, it 
is quite true that she did throw herself into the moat, 
anil meant to drown herself; but her father had come 
to the convent, begging to be taken on as gardener 
there for the sake of l)eing near her; and Maitre 
Desrosne tells me that her father rescued her from the 
water when she had sunk twice unseen — for it was 
twilight— and hid himself with her for some time, in 
the cottage of a forester who was his friend. She heard 
you thought her dead, and let it be so. She had friends 
amongst the convent girls; one of them she wrote to, 
and confided in, and asked how she Could gain a 
livelihood. This girl was going back to her own 
country for the vacation, and as she loved yoiu wife, 
took her with her to her own people. In that new land 
she maintained herself by teaching drawing ; she would 
not be dependent on her friends, though they were 
rich. When they came to Europe, she, I believe, came 
with them* All this Maitre Desrosne has known for 
years. 
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L'Ealiunge, Where is she now ? 

PrincesB, You do frighten me ! Carlino’s violence 
is not one half so torribk as your English quietude. 
Your eyes look as if you saw a ghost—— 

VEatrange. I 3b see— many. Not dead, good 
God ! — and I — hear it as the worst calamity that could 
befall me 1 Not dead ! Not dead ! 

Princess, No; JMaitre Desrosne has known her 
seven years. He should have told you eai-lier. 
L'Estrange. He should indeed. 

Princess, But I suppose he could not. Jjawyers 
are like confessors, and must keep the secrets t«»ld to 

them. Your wife has lived honourably, quite honour- 
ably. 

V Estrange. Ah 1 

Princess. She has maintained herself here, and in 
America. 

L' Estrange. Slie has Ix'en in America? 

Princess, So he says. Yoii \nll wi>h to see 
her? 

« 

V Estrange {with a ehuilder). In America! Do 
not talk of it ! I will endeavour to do iny duty. 

Princess, But if slio were so contrary to all your 
tastes and wishes then, will she be less so now ? Twelve 
years pa^^sed in bard work does nut give the bl<K>m of 
Ninon, and you — you are not less fastidious now than 

then, 'WTiat a future for you ! 

VEstrange, Spare me ! This advocate will give 
me means of proving all that he has said ? 
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Frimm* Oh, ycg ; he will, of course. I do not 
think, though, that she wants you to take her back. 

[L’Estbakob oomrs hie eySiJinth his hand a moment 

PrUvoesSn And I do know Claire cares for you. 

V Estrange* Spare me a little, Princess! Where 
is this Maitre Besrosne ? I must see him at once. 

PrinceBS, He stays at the Famese Palace. 

LEstravge* You believe he speaks the truth ? 

Princess, He must! He is so great a person in^ 
the French Courts; he will l)e a judge whenever he 
pleases; he has your wife’s letters with him. And — 
and — he said something else, Lord L'Hstrange, which 
gave me courage to tell you this ; if he had not said 
the good with the bad, I never could have dealt you 
such a blow ; for you know 1 have got quite fond of 
you since you loved Claire. 

Jj Estrange, What gocwl can there be ? 

Princess, 'Well, it seems that when site returned 
to France, years ago, your wife went to him with an 
iiitr(xluction from a Freucli bishop, and told liim her 
position, and asked him as to the h'gality of her 
marriage, of wliich she had iKJCome doubtful. Now, 
Maitre Besrosne told me 

V Estrange, What ? 

Princess, W’^ell, t hat the marriage is not a perfectly 
legal one — not perfectly ; that tliero are loopholes by 
which you could get free — some omission of some trifle, 
some blunder in the date of your wife’s birth through 
the stupidity of her own people — no fault of yours — 
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but J09 Aitteuded too much to the religious ceremony 
and not enough to the civil one. He would explain it 
better, but his strong c^Kiion is that you can break 
the amm ^ ; annul it, if yon please ; be is sure that 
both Franoe and England will set you free. If he had 
not said that, I never should have summoned courage 
to tell you, knowing as I do, too, that Claire’s happi- 
ness is at stake. 

[L'EtTKASCB looks at her in aUenee. 

Princess. How you do look! Indeed, indeed, 
Maitre Desrosne said so, and you can see himself any day 
you like ; he stays a month at the Palazzo Famese. He 
had gone into the question years ago for yoiu* wife au 
grand secret, and he is one of the very greatest lawyers 
in all France. He never would give an opinion lightly. 

[L’Ksthasoe is still silent. 

Princess. Do say something I You frighten mo I 
Perhaps 1 should have told you the good news Brst. 
You don’t look now one bit more glad. 

L'Estrauge (rising and standing facing her). 
Princess, I do not know wliat you take me for ; that 
this poor ert^ature lives is moi.t terrible to me, that I 
do not deny. I urn no saint, as was 8. Philip Neri. 
Bui, if you believe I could take advantage of a legal 
quibble to cast shame upon a woman who in her youth 
trusted me, — well 1 you have known me very little, 
though we have spent so many pleasant hours together. 

Princess. But heavens and earth ! I (bought you 
loved Claire ? 
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VEs^tige. You know well that I do her 
most dearly, but 1 <auuiot stoop to dishonour even for 
her: the very basest sort of’ dishonour, too! ' Just 
heavens ! to hire men of law to hound down in the 
dust a hapless soul who gave horself to me in all good 
faith and innocence ! Gan you think I would deny her 
rights, whatever they may cost me, merely because 
some foigotten minutiee of men’s trumpery laws have 
lost them to her ? 

rrineeaa. You refuse to free yourself? 

L' Estrange. At such a price 1 must refuse, or l)e 
a scoundrel. My life will be most wretched if all you 
Niy is true ; but, at least, it will not Iw foul with per- 
fidy and cowardice. 

Frinoese. Ah! ah! there urc depths in you to be 

f-tirred ! 1 was right. And now . Well — well — 

jwrhaps, you know, you will not be so very wretched 
after all. The afternoon may be brighter than the 
da wn was. [iS/ie rises and moves atcay. 

Mmb. Glton advances slowly from, behind the 
stone summer-house and the bay and arbutus 
that grow about it. She kohls out her hands, 

f 

Philip ! I forgive you. Will you forgive me, or 
will you despise me ? 

L' Estrange. Great God! IIow could I be so 
blind ? 
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fiia Oscar Kkbkspoud, An E?tjfIUh Ot^nflman, 
DouoTur CtABKMOJfT, A 'fuftntr^ PalnUr, 
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Scene : Tlie Sale degli Araz^i In Palazzo PltlL 

Time: An April morning : twdoe o'^doch 

Sir Oscar Beresfirr(L Mind you let me out at oue. 

Custodian. Al ioccb — al tocco! — non dubitii 
signore. ! 

Sir Oscar, Why on earth do you lock one in ? 

Custodian {shrugs his shoulder). M-a-h I 

Sir Oscar. Of course I know you only obey orders ; 
but it is an utterly idiotic regulation, and devilish un- 
complimentary to one’s »i)penrancc. 

Custodian {sh'ugSj and bowsy and smiles.) M-a-h I 

Sir Oscar. Suppose one fell ill? — had a fit? It 
is aM'fully stupid this lock and key business. You 
knou very well one couldn’t get an order to paint liere, 
unless one were pretty honest. 

Custodian {shnigsy smiles, spreads out his hands). 
M-a-h I 

Sir Oscar. Well, if it must be, It must be. Thanks ; 
you may go, 

[Cc>TOniA®i retires and locks the door on the. ouU 
aide; his steps die away in the distance. Sm 
OsoAE goes to open a window. 
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BoTGihy Claremont (seated painting wUh her hack 
to him, looks around, and speaks). You must not do 
that ; they will turn you out. 

Sir Oscar* Why? 

Dorothy* Why ? No one knows, except that Italy 
just now is in love with red tape, and ties up her 
tiniest parcels with it. She thinks it an emblem of 
freedom. 

Sir Oscar, But it is such a warm morning, and by 
noon it will be terrible. 

Dorothy, You are a stranger, I see, or you would 
not expect such simple reasons to have any weight. 

Sir Oscar* And you really mean the windows are 
never opened ? 

Dorothy*^ Never. At least not by such profane 
hands as ours. Besides, Italians never seethe necessity 
for open windows. In winter if open they would let in 
the wind ,• in summer if open they would let in the sun. 
Such a trifle as air does not count. 

Sir Oscar, Good heavens! 

Dorothy* Would you kindly stand a little aside ? 
You take off the light. 

Sir Oscar, A thousand parlons ! Excuse me, you 
are copying this tapestry? 

Dorothy, This sofa. I have an order for the sofa 
and all the chairs. 

Sir Oscar {aside). An order I She looks like a 
princess out in a cotton frock for a freak. {Aloud*) 
How much that painted imitation tapesliy is the 
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fashion, isn’t it? It must be a great boro to do, 
though ; at least, I should think so. Myself, 1 hate 
copying. 

Dorothy {ooldly). Probably you do not need to 
do it. 

Sir Oscar. Oh, yes, indeed — at least — ^no, I do not 
need to do it — but I want to have rooms just like these 
built down at my place in Dorsetshire ; and as I can 
draw a little, I thought I would design their decora- 
tions and take the scale of their proportions myself, 
Don’t you think it better to do things oneself as far as 
one can ? 

Dorothy (briefly). No doubt. 

Sir Oscar {thinks). How chilly she is all in a 
moment 1 I dare say she is vexing herself about having 
talked so familiarly to me. What a pretty girl it is ! 
and all that bright short hair of her own is charming. 
♦She is copying that sofa as if her life depended on it. 
Perhaps her bread does depend on it, poor child! I 
will go into the next room and take my measurements. 
When I come back she may have thawed again. Who 
on earth can h(ir people be that let her come out and be 
locked up all alone? I am sure she is English. No 
other than an English gil l would dare be all alone with 
the face of Venus on her shoulders. There is some- 
tiling absurdly wrong, now, in a pretty child like iliat 
having to paint linen for her bread, whilst here am I, 
w'ho could very well earn my ovm living if I were 
pusjhed to it, bothered with more land and more money 
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Is the finest loom, don’t you think ? . < ' ' • 

Xhrothy {eoW^). By no oieans. Therfe.are otheis 
far finer. Take the Sala d^li Staechi. 

Bir Osoar, Oh, yes ; but that is not what I want. 
It is superb ; but all that snow-white insmensity would 
not suit a dusky English country-house. These car- 
\ingg, Uiese sombre tapestries, this solemn gold, will 
suit it down to the ground. Do you — do yon — know 
England at all? I think I cannot be mistaken iu 
claiming you as a compatriots ? 

Dorothy {coldly). Yes; I am English by descent. 

Sir Oscar, But you live iu Italy ? 

Dorothy. I live in Italy. 

Bin' Oscar {to himsdf). I am sure she thinks me 
a confoundedly impudent fellow. May not (me talk in 
these old galleries ? Art surely is a very good chaperon. 
She has got shy all in a second.' Did I say anything 
insolent ? Surely not. I had better sketch a little, 
perhaps, or she will think I cannot. {Fon' twenty 
minmtes meamres proportions and draws ovMnes ; 
stealthily glances front 'time to time -cti the tapestry 
painter.) How steady she is over tbat^inen and her 
bottles of dyes 1 She never raises her head. How well- 
shaped it is, and all those loose boyidx curls are charm- 
ing. I should say she would be tall if she stood up. 
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How caal got ho^tp How. vory of, 

tjMim wlipsl.it^jr lock: la 4o @bP popfiolp*' 

tioa I {Mo/^)i, .ilptstiloa pCk^ X tka is icwdb* 

iag your, !^'^riii^iwrV«' 'little. 

(Movea U ; aEa 4o^ mf ipogk.) -]sa*t tks^ %ett^ ?. It 
grows expruciatifflgly warm } and to ihink’Jliose daffiars 
keep the windows shat! (She doea an^r; h$ 
walks about, md pauses behind her.) How very 
beautiful all this Clobelin is 1 'What a chamdng land- 
scape this upon yout sofal — a perfect picture in itself. 

Horotftp (eoldl/y). It is not in very good taste on a 
sofa. 

Sir Oscar, Oh, you are hy^roiitical ! You are 
right, of course, aisthetically. One ought not to lean 
one’s shoulders against a seashore, a sky, and a cart. 

Dorothy (erddly). There are the Dolce pictures 
and much fine furniture in tho other rooms of this 
suite. 

Sir Oscar. I am afraid I bother you by drawing 
here. Ton want me to go away ? 

Doiviky (with significance). Oh— if you draw — 
you have as much r4sht here as I. 

Sir Oscar (oonsohus of reproof). But I am draw- 
ing 1 Only if you would permit me to talk just now 
and then — I can always work so much bottar when 
talking., , 

Dorothy. 1 cannot. 

Sir Oscar- (sensible of a snub, retires to kts s^t 
and draws diligently in profound sUmce),' What a 
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dear little girl ! How she gives it to one 1 To be sure 
^die does not know anything abont me. Perhaps it is 
bad form to try and draw out a woman whilst one’s 
unknown oneself. How can I tell her my name, I 
wonder P 1 won't l(»e sight of her. She is too charm- 
ing for anything. I must wait a little before I try. 

IDram carefully for an Iwu/Tf but draws the 
profile of hie companion iTistead of the pro- 
poHions and decorations of the room. She 
is engrossed in her own woth. 

Sir Oscar (to himself). There 1 with a few washes 
of colour, what a perfect head that will be I And she 
has not an idea of what I have done. It is a very deli- 
cate profile ; she must have good blood in her. Women 
always are kind to me ; I don't see why she should be 
so uncivil. 1 suppose it puts a woman’s back up to be 
seen here by all the idiots that dawdle through their 
Murray — stared at, pestered, and worried all day long. 
I will leave her alone iiU the time comes to go, and 

then (Aloud.') Pray forgive me if I venture to 

disturb you before 1 go ; it is now one o’clock ; the man 
will come for me. Might I be permitted to ask — did 
I hear you rightly ? — did you really say you were copy- 
ing these tapestries for — for— any one ? 

Dorothy. For the tradesman who has ordered them 
—yes. 

Sir Oscar. Then might I ask a very great favour 
ifideed of you ? Might I beg you to paint me a suite 
of this furniture ? As I said, I am going to have some 
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rooms in my ovn bouse decorated like these, with some 
tapestries that I found in Flanders, and if you woull*^' 
have the infinite goodness-—' 

IhroOiy. There, is no question ctf goodness — ^1 copy 
for any one who employs me. 

Sir Oboo/t (disoonoerted). Ah, exactly— hut, still, 
you know, it will be a very great favour for me if you 
will permit me to be classed amongst your 

Dorothy. Patrons. When I have finished this set 
I shall be happy to begin other pieces for you. It is 
my trade. 

Sir Oscar. Pray do not call it a trade I 

Dorothy. You cannot caint an art. 

Sir Oscar. But indeed i t is, as you do it. You have 
made me very happy. May I see you again to-morrow? 

Dorothy. I am always here. But there is nothing 
to see me for, if you will give your orders now, and tell 
me where to send the pieces when finished. 

Sir Oaoar. Here is my card. I am staying in 
Florence at the Hotel dell’ Amo ; but the paintings of 
course will be sent to Bivauz, my own place. We had 
one wing burnt down last autumn ; and, as I must re- 
build it, I thought I would make it a replica of this 
part of the Pitti. 

Dorothy {gUmdng at hia card). Since you are 
rich enough to do that, you should not have imitation 
tapestries on your so&s and chairs, when you have teal 
ones on the trails. Go to the Boyal works at Y^dsor. 
They say their tapestries are beautiful. 
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Bir Oimr. ' Ofe, thanits vliat I want yw'io 6to laj 
idex^gUc^ cliaira. “ ■ 

Dora^y. ' As yon i^loase, yonr 

t 'Will alAmd to tIteiA W |ii^ ISs' com- 
tnifskm is d&islted, 

’jS^r Oa«»r (to Clearly atie wants to got 

rid of ma* (Aloted.) Where may 1 setnl them ? 

Dorothy, Yon might leave them on that table. . 

Sw (hear. I shall return to-inonow. I will bring 
them. 1 suppose the man won't forget to unlock tlie 
door? 

Dorothy. " Probably not. I was once forgotten until 
sunset. 

8ir*Oeear (eotto voce). I wish I might be to-day 
if you were forgotten too I 'WTiat a cool young lady it 
is I She knows who I am now, but i? don’t seem to 
make any difference. {Look$ at his waieh.) By Jove, it 
is half-pastonel Pardon me — ^how late do you 8t»y here? 

Dorothy. Till four. 

Bir Oeoar. Without eating anything f 

Dorothy. X breakfasted before X came out. 

Sir Oeoa/r. So did I. '' Still, when it gets on to 
luncheon time — not that 1 care much what I eat, but 
one mmlt have something. 

D0ifthy. Yes ; humanity is very badly organised. 

Sir Oscar. We should lose a good, deal of enjoy- 
mest though, if we didn’t eat. ,, 

Dorothy. You think so P To me it seems such a 
waste of time. ' 
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Sir Osc4tr. Kot xasM %iti tbe the train 

couldn’t g:et oA wltMut ho^' But 1 tA fovd^ 

age yeu'tiank'^(mr8ell^»ia^ tofliva' iq(K>a ? ; ’ ’. 

frith 

mj age? ikudjbc;^^^^ tninaj old hiuuielf'eit]^*- , 

Sir (hear. Mi^t I be ikrmteB. udth sddtnps 
in oaee — ^in ca 9 e~rj|uQ 7 tihuig , ahould pre^e&t my coming 
back here toancH'Kiw ? 

Dorothy. Oefrtainlj. My name is Claremont, and 
I live at the Colombaia, Vialo di Petmrea. 

Sir (hear {wntes U down). So maiff thanks ! The 
Dovecot— -what a pretty idea t And axe there any other 
doves beside yon in it? 

Dorothy (coldly): I live vvith my mother. It is a 
poor place. We are poor. 

Sir Oscar (tempted to say that with such a face as 
hers any one is rich enough, but refraining). Bat 
docs not your mother feel uneasy about you when you 
are so long away ? 

Dorothy. Oh, no ; she knows I am strong^apd well. 

Sir Oscar (thinks). Is it absolute ihhoeenoe, or 
admirable acting ? I’ll be shot if I can tdl ] The girl 
must be consoioBii of her own pretty feee. {Ahud.) 
It’s quite awfolly liot, don’t you think? I really must 
open that window and call somebody. They have oer* 
tainly fojgotten ns, 

Dorothy (wasasUy). It is very odd. They must come 
in a minnte or two. Every one must be gone from the 
galleries. 
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Dorothy {aloud)^ The cmtode has certainly for- 
gotten yon. 

Sir Oscar (gallantly). Very fortunate for me. 

Dorothy. What, when you hate had no ioncheou ! 
I have two buns here ; but I am afri^d those will scaacely 
console you. 

Sir Oscar. Indeed, I am perfectly happy. One 
can lunch any day, but it. isn’t every day that one cavi 
enjoy the happiness of being 

Dorothy. Locked up I Well, certainly you will 
have full time to complete your designs. 

Sir Oscar. Who taught you to snub people so 
mercilessly ? 

Dorothy. Strangers — who suppose that because I 
am copying in the palace I may be addressed without 
any ceremony, and am here only to amuse them. 

Sir Oscar (colouring). Ob, come ; that is very 
severe 1 I assure you, my dear young lady, I never 
dreamed of being impertinent ; I wouldn’t be so for 
worlds ; nobody could be to you 

Dorothy. I shall be more convinced of that if you 
will kindly allow me to continue my work in silence. 

Sir Oscar. Oh, of course I 1 beg your pardon {goes 
again into the next room and begins to draw). What 
a severe little kitten it is I Perhaps she is right, though. 
It is not altogether good form to bother these people 
who are pinned to their easels here; they must be 
mobbed and stared at day after day till they naturally 
show fight. That man decidedly has forgotten me. If 



IN PITTL 


365 

the little girl wotild let one talk to her it trooldn’t 
matter, hut making architectural aketehes all alone on 
an empty stomach is not ezdivening. I suppose I ought 
to have tipped ths^Uow hefcnrehand. This is (me of 
the lands of hocksheiMh. How pluckily the child holds 
on at her work I She makes one ashamed. To think 
I have never done anything I did not like all my life 
1 >ng, and that pretty child there has to dave away in a 
stifling room to make a few pounds at an age when she 
ought to be doing nothing but lawn*tennis, garden 
parties, and cotillions. If one only mig^t speak to her 1 
— but it will seem such awful bad form after that snub 
direct. 

[Hesitates, tAen sits dawn again to his plans ; 
an hour passes : four o'clock strikes. 

Sir Oscar (taking out his watch). Yes, four, as I 
live. Well, now we shall get out. I think I may say 
a word. She is putting up her calicoes. (Aloud^ I 
suppose we shall be let out soon, shall we not? How 
fearfully warm it is 1 Are you not very tired ? Do you 
never get a headache or anything ? 

Dorothy (rising). Yes, I often get a headache in 
the heat of the rooms. The custode will be here in a 
moment. The people all leave the galleries at four. 

Svr Oscar. May I not come and see your studio ? 
I am sure you must have quantities of pretty things to 
show me? (Opens the wmdow and shouts half-a- 
dozen times ; there are echoes but no answers). Cer- 
tainly that row of mine ought to wake up the ghost of 



26$ 


/JV PITTL 


Liiooa PiUi y rnaelf. The courtyard is aWlutely empty 
aod &iute» «hd ev$ry uriudov roim^ iit hiMttetically 

<d 08 od..!'', i'. '•'.'■.'T;., .i'i'.' . 

Dsiivlhy. It is m h Winded 

oue; I am afraid nobody, ViU h«B''.yo^. ^hihthing 
must have happenedl 

Sir.Oamr. Oh, no; the felbw haii had an 
extra dose of garlic and blue nih^ and bias gone to sleep 
somewhere. He’ll be sure to come as you said just now. 
Prr^ don’t mind, and do eat oue of your buns. 

Dorothy. I do not want to eat, thanks ; I am very 
thirsty. That air is pleasant. 

, Bir (hear, Y ea, we’ll keep the window <^p^, though 
you hint that the tortures of the Inquisition would 
follow. 

Dorothy. It is the rule for no one to touch them. 

Sir Oscar. And do you always follow rules ? 

Dorothy... Yes ; I think one ought, else what use is 
it for thorn to be made ? 

Bir Oscar. "Well, none that I.ever could see, that 
is why X make a point of breaking them. 

Dorothy. I suppose that is all very well for a man. 

Svr Osoair. Why, what an old-fashioned little lady 
you are 1. you are not ahit emancipated, you are quite 
arrittrie. Women want all the fan and all the frolic 
nowadays. Tb^ don’t care to have a day out unless 
they break down every fence in the country, 

Dorothy, I do not understand your mete^hore. 

8w Oscar. Well, yon know, I mean they like all 
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their birds to rcdkoteisi, attd. J.ike to all 
tbdur mtmijk JmIc ,liot^ 4md spot 

stroke in UBksdi^' * ^ukejf - 

they cto-f-^on ' 

D<m(^. ,.J reftl^'do’uoL ' - ,. ' , 

Sir Otmr. ' Wtell, t isoaa 'wbmeii iM^tian^sti^ 
if they caa irelp ife, 

Dorothy Y oux expeiiesee ttuut b«ty& t»eo 

unfortunate. 

Sir Oiear (jSMUing). It’s a good deal longer than 
yours, anyhow ; you’ll allow that. I ought to beg yotir^ 
pardon for uttering such a beastly cynical eentiment; £ , 
am sure 1 didn’t mean it. ‘if women do get off the 
line, it’s because men shunt them there. 

Dorothy. It is ten minutes past five ; the man is late. 

. Si/r Oscar. One can’t make him hear? 

Dorothy. Quite impossible. There is nothiug ibr 
it but patience. * 

Sir Oaear. An admirable quality wh(dly missing 
from my character., 

Dorothy. Especially when you hare had no 
luncheon ! 

Sir Oaear. Oh, that 4°^ nof mattm: ; yon know 
when one is out grouse^ooting or deeiHStalking one 
goes a whole day on cold Do you really come here 
every morning P 

Dondhy., Here, or some similar place, , wheterer 
there am fopestries 'or ff-escoes to be copied. Ym seem 
to have forgoti^n — ^it is ijoy trade, I am only a copyist. 
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Sir Oaear. *But do you do nothing original ? 

Dorothy. Gan the mill-horse nth about where he 
likes ? I never even dare to think of anything original ; 
I should have no {»le for it. 

Sir Oscar. It makes me sad to hear you say that ; 
I fancy you would like to be sketching birds, and 
flowers, and trees, out in the air, wonldn’t you? It 
must be such drudgery imitating all these faded figures. 
I am sorry now that I ventured to ask you to paint 
these chairs for me. 

Dorothy. Pray do not be so. I shall be happy to 
execute the work. 

Sir Oscar. I think you said your name is Clare- 
mont? 

Dorothy (coldly). I did say so. 

Sir Oscar. I wonder if you are, any relation of -a 
man I was much attached to once : he was my tutor 
at Eton, a magnificent scholar and a true gentleman. 
What became of him I never knew. I am ashamed to 
say I forgot all about him when I went into the 
Guards; one grows so brutally selfish in the world. 
He was called Tom Claremont ; he had been a Balliol 
Scholar 

Dorothy. I think you speak of my father. 

Sir Oscar (with great anvmalio'tC). You don’t 
mean it! Well, you are like him, now I think of it. 
Is he — ^is he — living ? 

Dorothy. No ; he died many years ago. He had 
been obliged to come to Italy for his health. He 
married here. I know he was once a tutor at Eton. 
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Sir Omir (wUh fedi/ng)* My deax little lady, d(S>.’t 
Biub me anymore > I csanaseureyou I loved Tom Clare- 
mont as mueb as a boy Oan love anything; any grain 
oT sense or decency I have in me I owe to him, to say 
nothing of any Greek and Latin. You are the daughter 
of a very noble fellow. He deserved a better fete than 
to die in a foreign land and leave his child to work fox 
her living. 

Dorothy. He had always worked for bis own, I 
believe. He always told me to rely on myself. He 
said poverty mattered little, but independence was the 
bread of Ufe. 

Sir Oscar. Oh, be was always a very proud fellow 
— if he had been less so he might have been a head 
master or a bishop before now ; but he could never eat 
that bumble pie which is the only food that makes a 
man climb like a beanstalk. I was only a boy — a very 
graceless tiresome boy — ^but I was devoutly attached to 
him. You do not seem to believe me ? 

Dorothy {hesitates). You did not care to learn 
what became of him 1 

Sir Oscar, My dear child — I beg your pardon — I 
mean you don’t imderstand what the world is when a 
young fellow is just launched into it, with money enough 
and birth enough for everybody to come bussing about 
him like bees. There is no room left for old friend- 
ships. The whole year is a galop vmtrs a terre. 
Everybody flatters you ; everybody tempts you ; every- 
body invites you ; you think everybody feminine is an 
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ev^ nmi ^aek of tiaeia a good fellow. You , 
amlikea’^tt ia a e}ot«r tfcat* 

cxmg^ before faij||»iir- 

ite. Hyeei^ etrajgbt fraia liiton kfo the First 

Life,and--aiid~and I enjoyed inywdf } i did no end of 
follies ; X spent a great deal of mon^p^X bought my 
experience^ in a >^ord — and bought it ptetty dear. 
Well, all this don’t interest you, I know : only I want 
you to understand how it was that 1 cijune hot to know * 
anything about Tom Claremont. One never does know 
anything about one’s tutors. But, on my honour, I very 
often thought of him. He had had great ideas of what 
I might do, and I had disappointed him greatly by 
going into the Service — ^no doubt he thought much 
better of me than I deserved, for he expected all kinds 
of great things, I had a sorb of reluctance to see him 
when, after all, I had just fallen into the ruck with the 
others, and done nothing on earth except amuse myself; 
and so, you see, the time slipped away and I never met 
him i^n ; and now you say that ho died years ago, 
and that you are his daughter f 

Uoroihy (the tears in, /tej* eyes). Yes, he died some 
years agd ; he died at Camaldoli one summer. 

8vr Osear {earnesfiy). When one of my big livings 
come vocanii} t wrote and offered it to him. I was just 
of age then. He thanked me, hut he -would not take 
it. He had senne scruples about preaching what he 
did not believe. He was not orthodox ; he was some* 
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tbiog mvcb better. 1 to bave gose ai^ 

Hetbbugbt 

used to fHQT.tm tbe bpaefited .trorse 

than the &t ttionki fiir' gave no 
dinner-parties and bad no liveried sianeants« ) • ' . 

Sh" Oaea/T'^ How like him! I can bear. him eay it. 
Yes, he waa one of the, few men who lived up to their 
g principles. What did old Hildebrand write? ^Hilexi 
jusiitiam, et odivi iniquitatem, propterea morior in 
cxsiiio.’ 

V 1 

Dorothy. I am pronder of him, so^ 

Sir Oscar, Quite justly. To have the courage of 
one’s opinions and to suffer for them is the grandest 
thing a man can do. It is not my way; but I can 
admire it. 

Dorothy, Have you no opinions ? I suppose you 
hardly lack the courage ? 

Sir Oscar. Perhaps I lack both—I don’t know. 
You see there is nothing to try me ; I have always dcKRO 
what I wished to do; and when you are an idle Ck)lonel 
of Life Guards, nobody ejqxjctsyou to have any ‘views.’ 

Dorothy {wUh irtMimt). The Life Guards! ■ Did 
you go to Egypt I? 

Sir Oscar, tlh, yes — ^Kassassin and Cairo, and all 
the rest of it. It was over too soon ; that was the worst 
of it. If only Arabi had destroyed the Canal w6 should 
have had’ a great deal more fun ; we might have been 
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there noiff. d^> "be sure {lowering hia voice) 1 ebcmld 
not have bad the happiness oi meeting dear Tom Clare~ 
mont’s charming daughter. 

Dorothy (hrwqudy). Please do not pay me conj- 
plunents. Bemember I oannot get away from them. 

Sir Oscar, I beg your pardon for the hundredth 
time; and it wasn’t a compliment. Did your father 
teach you to draw ? 

Dorothy, No ; but he eucomraged me to draw and 
to study in the galleries. He thought I should be able* 
to support myself. He knew he could only leave us a 
hundred and fifty pounds a year in English money. 

Sir Oscar, Good heavens! what one gives for a 
weight-carrier.^ 

Dorothy, A weight-carrier ? 

Sir Oscar.- A horse that can carry twelve stone 
over plough. I forget you are not used to the English 
we talk at home. Claremont, I am sure, reared you on 
Shakspeare and Ford and Marlowe ? 

Dot'oihy. Why do you talk that otlier English ? 

Sir Oscar. I don’t know why. In the world one 
gets a sort of jargon. It is the same thing in French ; 
what we say on the Boulevards and in the Cetcles would 
sound like high Dutch to Voltaire or Marmontel or 
Madame d^Sdvigne. Fashion always has its patois. 
You know it is a law to itself. 

Dorothy, I know nothing about it. Fashion and 
1 have never been introduced to each other. 

Sir Oscar (thinks). And yet wliat a charming 
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creature j'ou would look if oue liauded you over io 
Worth, and put five rows of pearls round yotur throat, 
and gave you tan gloves up to your elbow, and a big 
ian with sapphires in the handle?-— you would take 
to it in five seconds. Yorf^iave the-^ieme? fiminin 
in you though you work away so bravely with your 
dyes and your varnishes at that ugly coarse cloth* 
What an amusement it would he to teach you every- 
tliing — to show you your own powers, to make you 
understand all there is in yourself — and one must never 
try to do it, because you are Tom Claremont’s daughter 1 
If one could hurt his daughter one would deserve 
hanging without court-martial. ••{Alovd.) Might I ask 
— ^you spoke of your mother — did my old friend marry 
an Italian ? 

Dorothy. My mother is a German; she was 
Countess Hedenige von Brander. She met my father 
in Rome. Her own people have refused to know her 
f^ince her marriage ; they leave us quite to ourselves. 
»She is blind, 

Owr. Blind I Good heavens, my poor childl 
what have you done to Fate that you should be so per- 
secuted ? 

Dorothy. Fate might ho much more cruel. I have 
my blessings. My mother is not at all unhappy. She 
is of the sweetest temper. She has a beautiful voice 
and sings beautifully. If she could l>e reconciled to 
her own people she would desiie nothing more; bub 
they are very hard of heart. They thought the marriage 

T 
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lieoefiili im lieo»m xay lather vea itoi} ttoiia and was 
|K>«$ liol Ititaw 2iim ywa hsom 
of aattf#$it«BB» 

Hoatitoaly. So 

that ia whore yon nd; yo# hnW ooxlo osad yo'^ Httio 
airofhauietur< Toaaie«G^iD8aari8toes!at|ttlM>fetom, 
thot^ you have Claremimt'a brown ey^ Oitd CSaro- 
iBoat’fi ample good saise.*^ You are really vetj teteresb* 
ii^ ; and how imiooeaily yon aecept too for yoatr 
father’s fiiend, ^ongh. for aught yoa could know I 
saight be only telling you a heap of ftlsehoods 1 

Dorothy (resUmly). Is it not very strange this 
eustode does not oome ? Ue left me here oiteB until 
six ; bat then it was only myself— now ftiat be knows 
you sae here. 

Sir Oscar, I ought to have rofreshed his memory 
with five francs. <3But if you are not in a hurry I am 
not ; if he had come at the regulation hour I should 
never have foimd out you were Clatouont’s daughter. 
Now you wUl let toe call on you, won’t you ? 

Dorothy QmUatiog). Yes— I suppose— I don’t 
Icnow— 1 will ask my mother. She does not wish 
people to caU i she dislikes new acquaintaneos. 

Sir Oaear (sotto voce). Afraid of the hawks for her 
dove— one esm understand; and she oan’t see what’s 
going on, poor soul. But 1 shan’t do the child «ny harm; 
1- should always feel Tom Claremont’s ghost after me. 

Dorothy {vmmelhj). What time is ft? Pcrhai» 
ray rvaieh has stoiipid. 


, ■ m mm, . 

r. 'Po ' 

tell T^'tBx^’i^bwA ■ 'iD^' {Kl'iml^^^ieatl;^.?' 

‘Ahl 

At Ousd^f' . 1frbemi>'CiE$teldoHf ' '••'/•■'.■'■, v_,_ , * 

JDotpth^. Ib is a znooasteiy ia the bills 'wkidh has 
berac^baii^^ into an hotel; it stands in. the nidstjof 
pine £>rests. She phyKcians ordered him to go to 
Davos Plats ; but we oonld not alford to move so 
He was .so patient^ so (^uiet ; it seems only |restexday->-. 

please do not speak of it . ■ 

Sir Osedi'. If only he had accepted my living I It, 
is the living of Hivaux— my ovm place. I should have 
seen you as ilflittle child ; you would have liad all an . 
English child’s playtime — archery, lawn-tocinis, pctn?- 
ridiiig, boating; Rivaux would please you, I think. 
It’s an old IStuart place buried in very deep woods ; 
you can ride thirty miles on turf. I used to call it 
beastly dull, but of late I've got fond of it ; after the 
glare and scorch of Egypt last year it looked so cool 
and green and pleasant I was glad to see it agai% 
Dorothy, If I had a place like that I should never 
leave it. 

Sir Osoar. Well, you know,' I think it was much 
better for the country when people didn’t leave their 
places. In the last century it was a mcr«ihandfi4 of 
people who could afford Ciourt life in 'London or in . 
Paris, and the country-houses in England and ' the < 
chateaux in Franco benefited proportionately ; the tterri-, 
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torial nobility and gentry lived in their own county or 
their own province all their lives. Now we’ve changed 
all that ; even the little bits of folks think they must 
have their town season, and never go near their places 
except when they have a house-party at Easter, or for 
the shooting in autumn. They play right into the 
bands of the Socialists ; it is ridiculous that heaps of 
great houses and great parks should all be monopolised 
by people who are scarcely in them six whole weeks 
out of the year. 

Dorothy. Why are you in l^'loronce in April ? 

Sir Oscar. Well, because I have the disease of the 
time; the French call it y>MgrinQm(mic. Besides, 
you know, a man alone — if I were marnSi I would live 
more than half my time at Rivaux. 'As it is, I’m a 
good deal there. 

Doroilty. But if you arc a soldier? 

jS/r Oi^car. Oh, yes, I am in tlie First Life ; but 
that doesn’t tie one much. I did go to Egypt ; I 
would go anywhere else if they «^ent us anywhere else; 
but they don’t. Sometimes I think your father was 
right. I ought not to have gone into the Life Guards ; 
I might have studied, and that sort of thing ; instead, 
I lot all my best years slip aw^ay in that idle London 
life which makes one good for nothing else. 

Dorothy. Have you no relatives at all ? — ^no mol ht!r 
or Mat CIS ? 

8rr Oscar. My mother died long ago; I have two 
sisters; entirely fine ladies; they dori’t care a hang 
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about me, uor I a rap about them; thoy are larky 
womcu, both of them, more than 1 like. 

Dorothy. That is the English vhich is not Shakc- 
speare^s. What does it mean ? 

Sir Oscar. It is hardly worth while to tell you. I 
only meant to say that my sisters both married whilst 
I was at Eton, and there is no sort of sympathy between 
us. Oh, I have lots of relations ; about five hundred ; 
but I see as little of them as possible ; they are always 
wanting something — my county borough, or my lord- 
lieutenancy, or my tenants’ votes, or a hundred guineas 
for a charity; they are always wanting something, if 
it’s only to be asked to dine atJIurlingham. 

DtfTOihy. You are honey, and tlje flies eat you. 

Sir Oscwn Oh, I assure yon, I am not honey ; I 
can be as bitter as gall sometimes, especially if I feel 
people want to get over me. 

Dorothy. To get over ? Tliat means ? 

Sir Oscar. Well, in our language, it means cheat 
one, use one for their own purposes. 

Dorothy. Is it not just as easy to say cheat’ as 
* get over ’ ? 

Sir Oscar. I suppose it would be. That slipshod 
language is a liabit — a bad habit, like smoking cigar- 
ettes. I hope you don't smoke, do you ? 

Dorothy. II Smoke! I ! 

Sir Oscar. How dreadfully scandalised you looked ! 
I was sure you didn’t. If you knew how sick one 
gets of seeing the women smoke, and making^ believe 
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tbef . ji^ li{» «iid thdr 

” 1 4id sot ]biiov 'treses Xs 

'rs^'e6sstr5'’:^th^? ' ; 

, 'Sir Osear, In t]bat veity qsea nosstitV-^^^ you 
happily have sever traversed~Sb<Jicty; If y<7jx had 
'smolaedly hovrever, 1 have some cigarettes with xn^ and 
it might have made you feel lees hungry. 

DorcXkjj. Thanks, Z am not hxaigityf I have eaten 
my buns. But you must want your dinner terribly, 
iC!oloud^'-**^r Osear — ^1 am not sure what yon are 
called? ‘ . 

Sir Oscar, My men call me the first ; sddety the 
second. You can coll me whatever you like, so long as 
you don’t call me ds trap or impertinent. You' did 
think me impertinent, didn’t you ? 

Dorothy, Yes, a little. You see, when one is work- 
ing, as 1 am, one is so much at the merty^ of those who 
passthrough 1 and my motiier is always so anxious that 
I should speak to no strangers. X cannot hdp answering 
>now and then, because they ask me questions about my 
work or ahieut the pictures, :md sometimes they are v^y 
kind and agreeaHe— sometimes they ate rnde. 

Sir Oscar. I was in the latter category, but I shall 
never be so again. Your mother is quite' xig^t; yon 
are mudr too— young— to speak to people yon see in 
these places that are open to the public. ' 

- Dore4hy (gaily). But when Une works ita the 
public 
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’ ^ ^ ^ ' 1 

iS^ 096^1 Z cp0. yoaj^ ■. Z ibmcd, j^oa 

kiiov, it Miasiu to ' 

is notliiBi^ tnp&g’ 'lA^ut it.'' 
the Oomi^ists say i W an ■ 

Si* Osoa/r^ May feel ashained of faittu^t' iiAyift 
be? Z mean, yea know, that to ^ a J^ttle lady of 
your yeeurs, and your — your appeatanoe — sbnttinir Imr- 
self dp all day and toiling away for her nfotber, mal^ 
one’s own selBsh, idle, self-indalgenjyifo seem the tuoet* 
hateful thing under the sun. ' , 

Dorothy. I do not see ijt at alh I ana not the 
least bit of a radical. I am sure it is all these inequali* 
ti^ which make life picturesque ; if it were all a dead 
level, there would he no bills to climb, non valleys to 
repose in; 1 think it delightful that there should be 
people rich enough and happy enough to enjoy them- 
selves all their lives long. If 1 were living near lUvsuz, 

I should be the better for Bivauz every time I walked 
through it ; I should not want to own it. To hear the 
bii^ Sing, to see the primroses come out-^n^ 

Sir Osear (aSmsringly). What a philosopher, you 
are ! X recognise ClaremoutVi spirit in that adimraUe 
unselfishness, in that absolute absence of envy ; hie was 
always like that. He came to Bivanz (moe in my 
father’s time, and I remember that he mtjoyed it ja^t. 
in your spirit he said he made it his ovm through 
eyes. Are you has Only child ? 'S' • . ■ 
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Doropiy, Yes* He taught me all! know. Were I 
only more like him t 

Sir Oscar, I think you are very like him. Perhaps 
the best gift of all he gave you has been that of his 
cheerful content and sweet ungprudging justice to all 
men* It is such a rare quality in private as in public 
life ; no doubt it is so rare because it is only possible 
to the highest natures* 

Dorothy. How well you understood him ! 

Sir Oscar. Perhaps I understand him better by my 
memories Of him than I did when 1 was a lad, too eager 
to enjoy myself to care much for anything else. If I 
had followed his example and his counsels, I should 
have been a very different man and a much more useful 
one in my generation. 

Dorothy. You have been fighting in Egypt. 

Sir Oscar. Is that useful ? Well, anybody could 
have done what I did — lost tliree chargers and hunted 
down a few poor beasts of fellahs. I made some sketches 
certainly, but they’re not worth much. Those marvel- 
lous sunsets, and great white moons — one could not 
reproduce them if one were Turner himself. 

Dorothy (in atoe). Did you really kUl an Egyptian ? 

Sir Oscar. I really did — ^three or four, I believe. 
One was there to do it, you know. I would rather they 
had been Germans or Russians. It seems a little too 
like mowing down grass. 

Dorothy. I suppose it had to be done, as you say 5 
but it is horrible — ^to see any one sit there — drawing — 
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and to think that they have killed others a few months 
ago; you cannot fonoy how terrible it seems! It 
frightens me — — 

Sir Oacot/F imAting). Desdemona was frightened, 
but she liked it. Women always do like it. < 

Dorothy. I do not like it. 

Sir Oaoar. OJj, yes, you do. You are not quite so 
sincere as usual when you say you don’t. 

Dorothy {colowing). Perhaps — I do not know — ■ 
yes, perhaps in a way I like it. It seems wonderful to 
think you have killed men last year and would not hurt 
me ; but still it is terrible to think of 

Sir Oaoar. Precisely ; it was terrible to Desdemona. 

Dorothy. Desdemona 1 

Sir Oscar. Yes ; you remember she loved him for 
the perils he had passed, and I dare say a little also for 
the damage he had done. 

Dorothy {hurriedly). I don’t see — I mean 

How veiy strange it, is that the cuatode does not come ! 
the light seems growing less ; it will soon be dusk. " 

Sir Oaoar {cheerfully). Of course the old fellow 
will come when night falls. They are sure to shut the 
palace up carefully. Do you know that I am beginning 
to believe in late ? 

Dorothy. Indeed ? Because an Italian doorkeeper 
has forgotten his keys ? 

Sir Oaca/r. Well, yes, and for other things. Oddly 
enough, I hated coming into Italy. I had got tc^tber 
a nice lot of people for Easter down at my place ; and 
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1^8(0^ ito t^ttd itt' BiBii9'$' t Bbi$« 

ial^m^ Hehad set hisJwaH 
jmk» me gttaidiaa iO'ltis afi.£Eta^f ft'tifoe 

of i^narduuD, jm will say ; bat) however, beM 
idea, in his bead, end he was down with tyjiheld, and 
the bo^^idl alone with him ; so I went. He didn’t die, 
not a bit of it ; and he’s going home next week. Bnt 
he weald have died, I am sore, if I’d stayed in Ixmdon, 

' oat of the very perversity of things. So as he got well 
and X found n^self in Italy I stopped a few days here 
on my way back just to see the pictures and idlings, and 
I thought I’d take a sketch of the Arazzi rooms for 
Bivanx, for I recollected them; and so—and so, you 
see — you know now why I begin to believe in fate. 4 

Dorothy. I really do not. You spy joo^ .friend 
would have died if you had stayed at home ; so there 
can’t be any &te at all — only a rigjpmole contradictory 
set^ obonees. 

Sir Oscar. That is very unkiad; I only meant 
that things go like that. Aa I set off to see him die, 
he didn’t die ; if 1 had stayed at home, he wonld have 
died inevitably, so that I should have been foil of self- 
reproach all the rest of my days. I beUeve in &te, 
thoni^ yon refose to see its hand. 

. Dorothy. . I cannot see anytbiiig mcc^ a natural 
seq^renoe of cireumstances. 

Sis- Oscar. Well, but why is it tha^ onh ^sefoence 
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of fiircii];pst8&o«.’ 

ac3^, 'iy^' pst 

him? /V. .•'■*'■ •''''■^■'f ••;|'‘''-'';r' ■• 

J)oro^ (iffith a ^if&ei 

f(Nrin4aooey who ke^ one without hiudbeou hmkos 
one late for diimer t it is to he hoped he is not 

met with .ev^ day. You must be v^y haaSjgijyi fiHr 
Oscar. 

Sir Oscar. I taa^ I giaut; but it don^t matter; we 
were awfully hungry at times in Egypt. The <kk& was 
all ther^ Ixit the food wasn’t. Hare we are like those 
poor brutes that the Chinese kill by hanging them up 
in a cage in sight of a meat-shop. Therti is food all 
round us in Florence, but we can’t got at it. There is 
a kind of scent of diimer in the air, isn’t there ? 

Dorothy. I hardly perceive it. Do yon hear the 
nightingales in BoboU ? 

Sir Oscar. Ah 1 you seo that is the different he- 
tween our ages. Sunset to you suggests n^httegales, 
and to me dinner. 

Dorothy. But yon most hear the nightingales. 
Listen ! < 

Sir Oscar. Very pretty. "Where are they ? 

Dorothy. In Boboli, the gardens yonder. Are your 
gardoss at Bivaux equal to ours, with their dark ilexes 
and their .moss-grown marbles ? 

Sir Oscar. They are another sort of gardmi a^-* . 
together. Italian gardens are meant for moonlight . 
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Biglits and Borneo and Juliet, and perhaps a dagger 
glistening somewhere under the white lilies ; ours are 
made rather for sunny afternoons and lawn-tennis, and 
tea in Worcester cups, and Kate Greenaway’s little 
girls, and all kinds of cigars. There is an old Dutch 
garden though at Eivaux, very prim and shady, and full 
of sweet-scented flowers, which might please you, and 
where you would sit under clipped walls of box and read 
old Herrick. Do you think you will come to England 
this year ? 

Dorothy, This year ! we never go there or anywhere. 
I have never even seen England. I was bom liere. 

Sir Oscar. Florence has been always a foitunate 
city 1 I should be so glad if you and your mother would 
come to Eivaux. I have lots of ladies who honour me 
there. 

Dorothy (laughs a little). Fancy me in my grey 
gown amongst a number of grand people. Do you 
know I have never been to a party of any kind in all 
my life, nor to any theatre, even though we are in the 
land of Mimi ? 

Sir Oscar, How delightful 1 How I should like to 
be the first to drive you down the Champs Elyses at 
the retour du Bois^ or take you on a Saturday to 
Hurlingham or Eanelagh, and to the opera afterwards ! 
I wonder if it would strike you as bewilderiugly 
enchanting or preposterously absurd I Sometimes the 
whole thing seems to me the hugest farce under the 


sun. 
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Dorothy. Listen! {tiie nightingales sing louder 
in the gardens on the other side of the court bdw). 

Sir Oscar. The last nightingales I heard were at 
Marlow. We had sailed down the river and dined ; 
they chafiFed me about going out to Egypt, said I and 
my charger should sink overhead down in the sand, like 
the Master of Ravenswood, you know. What trash 
we all talked ; and when we were a minute silent there 
was the shouting of the birds — for they do shout, you 
know — and little Nessie Hamilton vowed that Nilsson 
wasn’t a patch on them. (Is silent thinking.') What a 
beast I am to speak of Nessie Hamilton to her — to be 
sure it don’t hurt her, she dorft know what brutes we 
were at Marlow that night while the nightingales sang 
on through it all just outside the windows. How pretty 
she looks ! the little grey frock is enchanting, it makes 
her look as if she had dressed up as a boy-monk for a 
freak. These dusky rooms with all their tapestries, 
f.nd just that fair curly hair in the midst of them, and 
the birds trilling away outside — it’s much better than 
Marlow ; it’s a scene out of some old drama of Mas- 
singer or Ford. How reverent she looks as she listens ; 
she lias the face of a girl at prayer. I should like her 
to think of me in her prayers. Somehow one fancies 
it would do one good, if tliero be really anything better 
than ibis life. 

[The big hdl of S. Mario* del Fiori rings for the 
Ave Maria* 

Dorothy {rising with agitation). That is the 
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<wii '*ttd ttfey da not come I Wlmt sball l' do f 
Wiu^er^.lrUt xdy moiQier tldnk ? Csn ive' mAk» bo 
ooehwf 

. Mh Osoar. Won’t tiie saghtingBl^ OfOMold’ yoo ? 
B&rvPiy. Ob, pray do not make a jest Wit! Odly 
thmk honr mretehed my mother will he, expwt&ng me 
hour {dtor hour — I am never later than fiTe-<-^nd 
nobody is with her hut our stupid Teresina ; and they 
do not dream 1 am here, hecause I went out to paint in 
the Spanish cloister and came here instead hecause the 
church was shut up. Ob, cannot you make ihem hear? 
Do call — shout jnit — as if yon were idling the Info 
Guards to charge ! 

Sir Oecar. I will do my very best. I do shout a 
good deal, especially on a field-day, and still more 
when my yadit’s shipping heavy seas imd the skipper s 
a dufifer ; here goes. 

[^Leans out of tin window and haUoos ; there is 
no response save from an echo. 

Dorothy (in despair). No one hoiiral Oh, how 
terrible it is I What ever can I do ? 

Sir Oscar. I fear there is nothing to he done. I 
would get down the wall somehow or another, hut 
these confounded French windows— Frenoh windows 
in an Italian palace!— -are too narrow for me to 
squeeze through them ; you see, unluckily, Fm the 
big Xiferguardsman of Punch's pictures. If I only 
knew what to do! Fm afraid I must bore you 
horribly. . 



m piTTi. 2^1 

. ' 

Bopq&vs. > ^0 } foa atfi so kisd, aod, X' iim &t> 

iielfidL ZJbi:get,'hoiir. 9 ^BaQ^ trust ' 

Sir Osoeo’. - TbMii ib a ]aib<»’.iU$.X li&ve'' 1 s^ 
hungry ere now «ui4.^atrQ eornyied it. ‘ ^etmtuii 
me ia the vroay Jia yooreelf and your another -ihtiiQiaie. 
Of course it wQl end all r^ht ;. wo are noii np 
here to ^dure the fate of the Ugolini ; somebody will 
come some timei but meantime you must be hegmaing 
to bate the sight of me. 

Dor<dhy (naively), No, indeed, ynu have made me ■ 
forget the time ; you have been very kind. 1 ^ould 
feel much more frightened if I were alone. 

Sir Osiar (to himself), How sweetly she says that ! 
and not an idea of any suspicion of me. Good heavens ! 
what capital Nessie Hamilton, or any of them, would 
have made ont of this ns a ‘situation.’ What affected, 
fears, what nasty modesties, what suggestive attitudes 
they would have got out of it ! This child only tirinks 
that her mother is dying at home, and that I want my 
dinner. (He mahes IJ0 tour of the three apartments 
which are open, and reiarns.) I have tried to force 
each of the doors, bat they defy me. There is no exit 
of any sort possible. What can I do? You know the 
pliice. Command me. I will do the possible and the: 
impossible. 

Dorothy (groxoing pole). I think, there is nothing 
you can do, as you oau make no one hear. It is quite 
inexplicable. The man must have drunk tooj much 
and gme to sleep— and it is nearly dark. 
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Sir Oscar^ How thei^e ttiglitiogdfes do go on; 
their little voices penetrate where mine is lost — ^the 
superior power of sweetness over volume. It looks 
darker here than it is outside, because of all these 
tapestries. To think you have had nothing to eat all 
day ! 

Dorothy* I do not mind that ; I often eat nothing 
all day. Would you like to smoke ? I think you said 
you had cigars. 

Sir Oscar. No, chanks ; I don’t care about it. It 
would only bother you. 

Dorothy. Indeed, no ; I do not mind. You say if 
you smoke you feel less hungry. 

Sir Oscar. Well, 111 go and liglit up in the next 
room to show you how I appreciate your kindness. 
(He goes and smokes and reflects.) On my honour, if 
there bo such a thing as love at first sight, I am in 
love I After all, what could one find better than Tom 
Claremont's daugliter ? He was the finest fellow that 
ever lived ; l^eggared himself for sake of being lionest 
to his Church and loyal to his opinions; he was a 
scholar and a gentleman, every inch of him. If H e 
anything decent in me, it is to Claremont that I owe 
it. 1 was a horrid little spoilt bumptious ass when I 
w^t to liim, and he made a man of me. If I fell away 
from his teachings afterwards it was nobody’s fault but 
my own. She’s infinitely charming, she is so Titterly 
innocent, and yet you can see she could hold her own 
very Wvely. What a pretty voice too! and what a 
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complexion,. .4ke 21 roseleaf 1 After all,‘Piver can’t give 
them anything that looks like the real thing. I wonder 
what she would say if she were told I thought of her 
seriously — ^box my ears, I fancy. It sounds awfully 
ridiculous, when I’ve been afraid of being caught by 
women ever since I was twenty, and when I’ve seen her 
just a few liours ago in these rooms '; but I think one 
might do worse. I’d always an idea of finding some- 
body out of the common run ; I’m dead sick of all our 
women, they are so terribly alike; and then, one . 
knows those girls would marry the devil himself if he 
made good settlements. Now, this one I believe would 
go on painting linen to the eiid of her days rather than 
sell herself. What immense fun it would be to show^ 
her the world ; I am sure she’s got it in her to enjoy, 
herself; shut up with a blind mother, anck forced to 
drudge in galleries for her livelihood, she must l)e like 
a bird in a cage. If one had her with one, and just 
took her to Paris, and gave Worth carle blanche, what 
a picture she'd be in a month 1 and it would do one 
good to hear her laugh ; yet I think she’d hate it all, 
and like to get to the greenery and the roses down at 
Rivaux — at least, I fancy so. I fancy she’d always like 
the country best, end perhaps she’d like riding, she's 
the figure iliat ought to ride well. Good heavens? to 
be tied down here in the heat, painting saints and 
goddesses and landscapes on cloth for a lot of dealers 
and Yankees ! It is atrocious I Andromeda and the 
rock was nothing to it. And so brave and so quiet and 

V 
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so fateful 1^8 she is aboul^it ! and only tliinking of her 
mother, never a of herself. It eeenae a shame to 
make love to her shut up alone with me as she is, it 
would only frighten her; and it’s gro^ng dark as 
pitch. It will be very horrid for her ; one must not 
say anything that would scare her ; it Would be too 
unfair. (Ue throws the end of the cigarette in a comer, 
and looks arownd the room.) If only one could find 
a bit of light it would comfort her ; it’s odious for her, 
poor child, to be alone with a stranger like this. If 
she weren’t so unsuspicious she would think I’d bribed 
the custode^ {Sees on a marble console an end of mix 
candle; takes it mul goes to her.) Here’s an atom of 
wax candle ; I found it in that inner room. I’ll try and 
light it, though IVe only fusees, and stick it in one 
of those candelabra; it will be bolter than nothing. 
Perhaps they will see a light in those windows, and 
come up, some of them. There I A fetible illumina- 
tion, but still it will serve to keep ghosts away. If 
they imprison people here they ought to leave a. lamp 
or two and aonjething in the cupboard to eat. Pray 
don’t be alarmed at — at — about anything, Miss Clare- 
mont, I’ll go in the furthest foom, if you like, and yo^* 

can pile the furniture between us 

Dorothy (simply). Why should I do that? I 
should be more alarmed if I weie alone. I am a little 
— just a little-^afraid of being in the dark. My father 
was always angry with me for being so; he said it 
was ta distrust Nature, to limit the power of God ; of 
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coarse it is if one roas^ ,«jb(mt it; bat obe' dim*t 
alvraj;^ reason; at leasts I'ctdi^. « 

8^ Oscar, Ko {iretiy vt^m should 1 Don't 
be angiy trith me. ' It sQ|>ped out tmaunrei You Ase, 
it was such anatural reply to you. (^Thinks to' himself.) 
You are adorable ! It never enters your head (hat I 
might be a brute to you. On my soyl, I will be the 
lie® to your Una. I don’t think I’ve led a very dec^t 
life ; but no old woman could be more careful of you 
than I will be. Only there (vill be the mischief to pay 
if we do stay here all night and the gossips get hold of 
my name "in the morning. They will damn you, poor 
child, for all the rest of your days. The world don’t 
believe in Una. What a blackguard world it is! 
(Aloud,) Hark at your nightingales 1 Did your father 
ever recite to you Ford’s ‘ Lutist and Ifigktinffale ? ’ 
I almost think it is the finest poem in the English 
language. ’ 

Dorothy. It is very beautiful — I know it by bcait. 
Only thoro is one fault in all the poets when they write 
of nightingales. They speak of her Now, it is 

he who is most joyous. 

. 8ir Oscar. To lie su||k; you are quite right. That 
blunder comes from .Edou ! Hark at them! What a 
flooii of song I Wliat rivalry I 

Dorothy. Do they sing like that in England ? 

Sir Oscar. I think not. 

Dorothy. Perhaps in England they cannot sm their 
notes ; there are no firclUes to light them ! (She meets 
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hia glance^ and colours and looks away.) Tell me all 
about Egypt ; that will pass the time. I am so fond 
of stories ; my father used to tcU me so many. 

Sir Oscar.. Ah, I haven’t your father’s talent. I’ve 
talked what you call bad English so many years that 
I’ve lost all power of speaking in the sort of language 
you like. I cqp tell you what I saw myself, but I’m 
afraid I shall tell it ill. The thing that hurt me most 
was the death of poor Black Douglas, my best horse ; I 
bred him myself at Rivaux six years ago; an Arab 
stabbed him, in a thicket of reeds, and he carried me 
five miles home, to camp, with the knife sticking in 
him, and then dropped. 

[J/e tells her about Egypt for half an hour; the 
hells sou,nd half -past eight; it groivs dark 
outside; the candle hums low. 

Sir Oscar {aloud). That fellow hasn’t twenty 
minutes more life in him ; perhaps there are some other 
bits of wax somewhej'e. Kassassin, do you say,? Oh, 
no, it wasn’t anything wonderful: it was a 7n&lee\ we 
cut and thrusfe and cliarged and recharged, but we 
didn’t know very well what wo were doing. It is always 
so with us English, you kno#; we go into the thing as 
if it were polo, and we get out of it, God knows how. 
1 wish we could got out of this for your sake; you 
begin to look so tired. It's quite shocking for you to 
have gone all day on tliose two buns, and not even a 
drop of water. 

Dorothy. If I could let my mother know I am 
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safe ! She will imagine every dreadful accident under 
the sun, and they will never think to come here — at 
least, I fear not. 

Sir Oscar. Perhaps they may, later on ; I always 
fancied there was nothing money couldn’t do for one, 
but this is certainly a facer. {He thinks.) I should like 
to tell her all I think of her ; but X suppose it would 
be brutal when she is shut up like this; it might 
frighten her, she wouldn't understand. Ou my honour, 

I never felt, so inclined to marry a woman before I but . 
she might be frightened or angry ; she can’t get away 
from me; it won't do to embarrass her. It’s likely 
enough we shan’t get out" till morning; it will he 
awfully cruel for her. What a tale they’d make of it 
in the clubs if it were to get wind ; I suppose they’d 
chaff me and call me Scipio for the rest of my 
days. 

Dorothy {with didress). How can they possibly 
treat me like this ! — they know me so well, I come here 
so continually. Of course it is not like the galleries, 
which they must close ; but still they ought to shut up 
the palace at sunset. 

Sir Oscar. They have forgotten this particular 
corner of it* Pray don't fret ; if I could get them to 
come by breaking my neck I assure you I wouldn’t 
hesitate a minute ; but when I can’t get out of any one 
of the windows ! — there are moments, and these are 
one of them, in which one feels that it may occasionally 
be better to be a midge than a giant. 
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Dw 0 ihy^ If you eotild get out of the window^ you 
could do uothiug; they are an immeu^e h^ght. 

, Sir Oscar* I would chance it for ypur «ake, , 

.Bm^thy {smiling)* Or — to dine? 

Sir Oscar* That is very cruel. Have I shown any 
remembrance that I have not dined ? Indeed, after 
that cigarette which you so kindly allowed me, I am 
quite refreshed body and spirit. But that you should 
not even have a glass of water distresses me infinitely. 

Dorothy {the tears coming to her eyes), Ob, all 
that does not matter in the least. It is to think how 
unhappy my poor mother must be I And you know 
everything is so much worse to those who are blind. 
They feel they can do nothing. 

Sir Oscar {moves restlessly)* Pray, pray, don't cry. 
I never can stand seeing a woman cry. I know it"s awful 
for you, and one feels such a fool not to be able to do 
something. Perhaps I could smash the door if 1 put 
my shoulder to it. Shall I try ? 

Dorothy* No, I think you could not move it; 
these doors are. so strong ; and they would put you in 
prison afterwards. 

^ Sir Oscar* I would chance that. If it won't 
frighten you I'll try if 1 can't smash the panels in ; Fm 
about as strong as most men. I see nothing else for it. 
Here goes ! 

Dorothy* Oh 1 pray don’t ; you may hurt yourself, 
and tliey will be so angry. 

Sir Oscar [smiling)* My dear, I’m more likely to 
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hm’t tha wall. Tha worst of ,ifc that these things 
they made in tha dark ages are so confoundedly well 
made that tbey^d almost resist artillery. If it were a 
door in my bouse in London, weM sefud it flying into' 
splinters in two seconds. Stand out. of the way and 
let me have a try before the candle goes out ; you won’t 
mind my taking my coat off? Why, how pale you are ! 
Do you think the thing will tumble on me like the 
gates of Gaza? Pray don’t be frightened. «I thought 
you wore such a cool courageous little lady. I assure 
you llie only damage done will be to those very hand- 
some panels, and money will repair that. Now, see 
liiire, I am going to try. If Lfail, you will be no worse 
off; if I succeed, you can run away as soon as tlie 
door’s down, and they’ll never know that you Lave been 
shut up here with me, don’t you see? {ThinksJ) What 
an innocent it is 1 »Slic don’t dream that people might 
say horrid things ! Here is the real innocence — ^Una’s 
innocence — too pure even to imagine evil, and knowinj^ 
no fear. I always wished to find that sort of thing, but 
I thought it was like the four-leaved shamrock 1 {Aloud.) 
Will you please stand out of the way and,Jbiold that 
candle while I try ? Here goes ! 

hia shoulder to fke^ door; h^ves and 
jmshes vainly for ten minutes; jpoAises to 
take breath. 

Dorothy {with clasped hands). Oh 1 pray do not 
try to do it, you will hurt yourself; you must be 
bruised and strained already ; and if you did knock it 
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down they would put you in the Bargello, You know 
this is the king’s palace I 

Sir Obcwt (laughing)* They won’t behead me; 
perhaps they’ll behead the cuatode* Don’t think I’m 
going to give in ; I haven’t got safe out of Egypt only 
to go down before a wooden door, {lie tries again ; 
and sends the panels flying in splinters.) There! 
I knew I should beat the confounded thing. Now yr>u 
are free, my ])onny bird. Will you run down the stairs 
and leave me liere, or do yon prefer tliat I should go 
and call them ? 

Dorothy* Oh, how strong you are ! How beautiful 
to be as strong as tliat ! 

Sir Oscar (smiling)* Hercules always wins by a 
head with you ladies. That unhappy door! it is only 
good to split up for matches ; but I know all the Eoyal 
household ; they’Jl make it right. Why, you are paler 
than you were before I What is the matter ? 

Dorothy (gathering up her colours and brushes). 
I am only so glad, and it seems so wonderful to be as 
strong as you are I You rcufc the door as I slaould 
paper. ^ 

Sir Oscar* Not quite ; it took me fifteen minutes; 
Don’t be in sucli a tremendous hurry. I — I — want to 
ask you something. 

Dorothy* 1 cannot wait a moment, indeed I cannot. 
I shall run all the way home. ^ must be nearly nine 
o’clock. Think of mamma ! 

Sir Oscar* Yes ; but I want a word, just a word. 
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with you first before anyone comes Upstairs. They 
must have heard that row down below. Do wait one 
second; you can run off afterwards as soon as you 
please ; but I must say it if I die for it. Half a day 
like this counts more than half a year, don’t you think 
80 ? I don’t know what you feel about me ; I can’t 
hope that you feel anything; but what I feel is just 
this —you please me more than any woman that ever 
lived. Will you come and live at Eivaux ? liy George, 
there is tlie candle gone out! well, it served our time. 
My dear, don’t be frightened ; give me your hand ; we 
will feel our way downstairs. But before we go out do 
answer me. 

Dorothy (agitated). It is quite dark ! 

Sir Oscar. It is quite dark ; but the nightingales 
find their tongues in the darkness, and so can you. 

Dorothy. We must speak to the custode. 

Sir Oscar. We must certainly speak to the custode 
— at least, I will, and forcibly — but first please speak 
to me. Of course you know very little about me, but 
your mother shall know everything. All you have to 
do, my dear, is to tell me you don’t dislike me 1 

Dorothy. Dislike you ? 

Sir Oscar. May I take you home ? 

Dorothy (in a whisper). If you wish# 
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UOMAKGE AND REALISM. 


I WILL not give the names of the persons concerned 
in the following story, but I vouch for its absolute 
truth. Indeed, the little drama has been acted within 
a stone’s throw of my gates, A cantatrice of obscure 
position had a lover in a Genoese gentleman, who not 
only had many claims on her fidelity by reason of his 
devotion to her, but also by the education which he had 
had her given when a^poor girl, and the liberality which 
he had shown to her family ; nevertheless, telle eat la 
femme^ she betrayed this generous lover, and carried 
on an intrigue with a young nolde of the neighbour- 
hood, a youth much younger than lierself and very 
rich. For some time the Genoese gentleman, only 
able to visit her at intervals in the Tuscan village 
where she lived, was without much difficulty deceived ; 
and when be did sec the young noble, was assured that 
he was a relation of his damn. At last, however, his 
suspicious were fully aroused ; iusirad of going bac'k to 
(ieuoa he one day unexpectedly relumed, and had full 
proofs of the worthlessne'«s of his siren. Furious to be 
thus can:^onaio by a creature whom he had too in- 
genuously adored, lie pursued his rival to his villa, and, 
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failing to provoke him to a duel, PVMMre that he would 
lull him. The Carabineers intervening, he found him** 
self deprived of bis just vengeance, and, in the madn^s 
of his . despair and agony, shot himself by the rivefs 
side, while his Ihithless mistress jeered at him from her 
open window in the lovely stillness of the moonlit 
September eve. This was but a few nights ago ; he is 
not dead, but still lies in great peril in a* cottage near 
where he fell. The sympathy of the whole rural popu- 
lation is with this man, who at least knew how to love 
and bow to avenge dishonour. The village populace 
were with trouble prevented from lynching his worthless 
dama ; and the veteran Jlrigadic r of the Guard wept 
like a child at the fate of this vittima d' aram^e. 
This is only one out of a thousand tragedies which 
yearly cccur in this, the home of Eoraeo and Giulietta, 
where love is not a dead letter. Why are not those 
who can love and suffer thus as deserving of portrayal 
in fiction as the epicene beings who know no woes but 
a passing hysteria of c<mscic*nce or a disillusion before 
the melting of a foggy and impalpable ideal ? Because 
passion has never touched with its fire and its glory the 
I>rim life of the msthotic prig, or the rotund, Philistine, 
it is not for that reason perished off the face of the 
earth. It exists in the same force and the same fervour 
as in the days of Othello and Stradella ; and, I confess, 
seems to mo- much more fitly a subject for the novelist 
or the dramatist than the fictitious*^ realism^ of the 
spineless commonplace. After all, therd' is no more 
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vivid reality than love. The Genoese lover lying here 
now shot through the chest by his own hand, because 
his generous faith has been * deceived by a heartless 
mistress, is every whit as ^ real* as the British prig 
going to his aesthetic afternoon teas or the British 
Philitftino driving in an omnibus; therefore his story 
or its similitude .presented in fiction would be as legiti- 
mate a centre'of interest as Anthony Trollope’s gossip- 
ing bishops or Henry James’s heroines perplexed by a 
plethora or a paucity of projiosals. The Tuscan vil- 
lagers sorrowing by his bedside see nothing strange 
or unusual in a man of twenty-five years old giWug 
up his life for love; hut werp it embodied in a ro- 
mance that were iirinied and published, the English 
revii'wt-r would find Ids history ^ sensational ’ or pro- 
nouuco it impossible. I remember when Georgi ljaw- 
ren<*o was told tliat the end of ^ Sword and Gown ’ was 
iin})robablo, lie answered, ® Improbalde ! Oh, very 
likely; only, you see, it was true.’ 

The fhnieJleyuud vr(ti is as real as the injiniment 
petit. It may be well that there should exist painters 
of the latter as it may be w(dl that there should exist 
carverj of cherry-stones* aud men who give ten years of 
their existence to the production <»f a ladybird in ivory. 
But the Vatican Hermes is as ‘real ’as the Japanese 
rietzke, and tlie dome of Rt. Peter’s is as real as the 
gahomeier of East London; and I presume that the 
fact can hardly bo disputed if I even assert that the 
passion flower is as real as the potato 1 I have, I 
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: l^teye, .some3tiixie$ heexx of writixig ‘fairy 

^ one in’ which ^be evil jgi^iaS pre-* 

p<l!nj3efote{(^ the wishing cap is foolithl^ used by 
the,,iW^C? " To some of us, at least, ^ dr6i0 und 
. insipid story "^of an uneventful and unimpassioned life 
seeraS much more ‘unreal^ (i.e., unlike our own 
’ experiences) than the more romantic narrative con- 
ceived by the wildest finicy. To many of us — to my- 
self, I confess, among the numbef^— the world seems a 
marvellous union of tragedy and comedy, which run 
side by side like twin children ; like a ‘ web of Tyrian 
looms ’ with the gold threads crossing and ^ecro8^ing 
on the duslry purple of its intricate meshes. But tliere 
are, no doubt, a number of good and tiresome people 
to wh«m it seems only a Quaker mute, a suit of home- 
spun, a length of huckaback; they judge by what they 
have known themselves. How is one to persuade them 
that their knowledge is not the measure of the world ? 
Ulie amorous, magnificent, heroio life of SkohelelF 
would, no doubt, seem incredible to the London ZiWcra- 
teur with his prim domesticities l)oiind up in a duo- - 
(lecimo suburban villa, papered by Morris, or the rural 
clergyman solemnly pacing his treadmill of weekly 
' monotonies; but INIichael Skobeleff was just as ‘real’ 
as arc the modem Puff and Wormwood going up and 
flown in their underground railway trains, or iho 
lieverend Crawleys surrounded with their olive branches 
in muddy midland villages. 
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jp?W«i|were I to give it bSre) would^ w 
niseS 98 that of one of the great of 

fictic^ ; thin gallant sailor is also a great' DEiuddia& and 
an admirable artisti and he may very likely die <in a 
barbarous country (as Henri Eividre died), bbrying 
with him his genius, his youth, and his marvellous and 
multitudinous powers. Well, is not this man every 
whit as ‘real* aa^r. Precisian Dalle, passing his life, 
between a Civil Service desk and a house in South 
Kensington, or Mr. Smalle Joker, penning his blameless 
fiction, which ‘ never brings a Mush on the cheek,* &c., 
w^ith his six daughters playing lawn-tennis in his back 
garden, and his physical and mental vision limited to 
the chimnoy pots ? ^ 

No doubt, all the world over character creates 
circumstance ; and the tortoise is not to blame if it 
cannot leap, only it need not disbelieve in the 'grey- 
hound and the horse. No doubt ‘adventures are to 
Die adventurous ’ in the most extended sense of the 
word ; and romantic and brilliant lives will not fall to 
the lot of the dull and the mediocre. But such lives 
exist, nevertheless, and it is not true that a pale 
uniformity extends like a pall over the whole of the 
human race. Every one, ceitainly, is not beautiful, 
but there are very beautiful people ; and it is legiti- 
mate to describe beauty in fiction as it is legitimate 
to depict it in painting or reproduce it in sculpture. 
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Evcr;^ one ..does, not possess a groat 4»r ' boatiliM lionsc^ 
bat mnjr people do. Why is not the {Alaceas fit a 
sultjoct for description as the hovel, dr the *com- 
htodlons dvdliog’ of adv^tising agents?' A friend of 
nnae never gives a reception 'without having l,500f. 
worth of wax candles lighted in his room ; is he not as 
' loal ’ as Jones or Brown whose housemaid lights his 
single gasalier ? A little while ago I said to a well- 
known diplomatist, who is also a virtuoso and a 
great artist, and 'who has also a mdsnomantio personal 
history, ‘ If you were “ put in a book,” as people say, 
nobody would believe in you.’ Let me bog to be dis- 
tinctly understood; I do not object to realism in 
fiction ; what 1 object to is the limitation of realism 
in fiction to wbat is commonplace, tedious, and bold — 
to the habit, in a word, of insisting that the potato is 
real and that the passion-flower is not. A novel is not 
nec^sai'ily any the more like real life because it is a 
story about nothing, leading to nowhere, which miglit 
meander on through half- a century for any climax that 
it ever reaches. It is not conect to call this kind of 
writing miniature painting; the miniature may re- 
present the hero -as well as the infant, the court beauty 
as well as the 'white-coified peasant ; on its few inches 
of ivory Sie miniature has borne the mature features of 
Napoleon as well as the baby face of tiie Boi de Rome. 
This pseudo-rtalistic literature, on the contrary, is 
rather similar to those small Dutch carvings in hone, 
which somewhat clumsily imitate the Japanese netzk4s 
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m ivory. WheQ a tiorei is .vapid* tedious* nitjiout. 
originality of ciiouiustaace! of cbaraoter* and iut 
capable ofisniing out of oneddid. levdof ooiumon> 
place* it is vory easy to praise it a3 * oatuiuV but it 
does not in the least follow tbat it is so. ^e reside 
novels of France are very fine of tbeir kind*. beOastSe 
tbey are not a&aid to grapple with vice and depfavity 
in its worst form ; but the realistic novel of English or 
English-writing authors is no more real than the faded 
daguerreotypes ofi>our grandmothers, where all the 
features are blurred into one indistinct brown cloud of 
shadow. I cannot suppose that my own esperi^ces 
can be wholly exceptional ones, yet I have known very 
handsome people, I have known very fine characters, I 
have also known some very wicked ones, and I have 
also known many circumstances so romontio that were 
they described in fiction, they would be ridiculed as 
exaggerated and impossible ; in real life there are 
coincidences so startling, mysteries so singular, des- 
tinies so strange, that no wise novelist could venture to 
portray them for fear of making his work appear too 
hizam and too melodramatic. That ‘ truth is stranger 
than fiction ’ is found at every turn in the world. The, 
sunset on the Alps is as ‘ real ’ as a Dutch cheese on a 
wooden platter ; but the painter of the fotmer will 
always be considered an idealist and the painter of the 
latter a realist. Again, if there be one thing more 
than another that is the most conspicuous note of aur 
century, it is the number of great fortunes which are 
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pcSsessed in it ; tbe extreme luxury and splendour of 
life in general, the self-indulgence and feverishness of 
society, the grace and ennui of existence. To describe 
great riches in a novel is surely therefore as legitimate 
as to describe middle-class competence, or the barshnes s 
of absolute poverty; the former has quite as much 
effect on the times as the latter, and infinitely more 
efiect on the manners. Dunrobin or Belvoir, Ch6- 
noBf eaux, or the Troetberg, is surely as' ‘ real ’ ns 
Westbourne Grove and Clapham, as Eelleville or the 
crowded Trattnerhof; therefore, why is not a great 
house, similar to any one of the many great houses 
that exist in Europe, as legitimate a venw for the 
action of a romance, as a doctor s bouFe in a sejuaro or 
a grocer’s villa in the banlleue ? 

A lecturer in the north of England, lecturing on 
my novels, remarked with naivete and incredulity on 
the number of residences assigned in ‘ l^Iotbs ’ to Prince 
ZourofF. Now, bad the lecturer taken the trouble to 
inqui]^ of anyone conversant witli (be world, lie would 
have learned that most great persons of all nationalities 
have three or four different residences at the least, and 
that a Eussian noble is invariably extmvagant in these 
matters. Indeed, is it ever possible to over-colour in 
fiction the expenditure and self-indulgence of what wo 
call society in this day ? The influences of the Second 
Empire are still with us all over Europe, but in English 
literature this is neither accurately traced nor truthfully 
acknowledged. The world is not exclusively composed 
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of the English middle class, varied with a few American 
''young ladies. Would it not be well if lecturers or 
reviewers, before calling everything which seems strange 
to themselves unreal or unnatural, were visited with a 
wholesome doubt as to whether it might not be their 
own experiences which were limited? Allow me to 
conclude with a repetition of a passage which I wrote 
some years ago, and which is. pertinent to this sub- 
ject 

‘ When the soldier dies at his post, unhonoured and 
unpitied, and out of sheer duty, is that unreal because 
it is noble? When the sister of charity hides her 
youth and her sex under a grey shroud, and gives up 
her whole life to woe and solitude, to sickness and pain, 
is that unreal because it is wonderful ? A man paints 
a spluttering candle, a greasy cloth, a mouldy cheese, a 
pewter can ; ^^How real!” thej cry. If he paints the 
spirituality of dawn, the light of the summer sea, th4 
flame of arctic lights, of tropic woods, they are called 
unreal, tliougli they exist no less than the candle anrl 
;cloth, the cheese and the can. Jluy Bias is now coj(\r 
demnedas unreal because the lovers kill themselve." : 
tlio realists forget that tliere are lovers still to whom 
that death would be possible, would be preferable, to 
low intrigue and yet more lowering falsehood. They 
can only see the mouldy cheese, they cannot see the 
sunrise glory. All that is heroic, all that is sublime, 
impersonal, or glorious, is derided as unreal. It is a 
dreary creed. It will make a dreary world. Is. not 
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my Ve^etUni glass 'with its ui<iesoei)t hura of Oftal as 
real eveiy whit as . your pot of pewter ? ¥«t the time 
is coming, when every one, morally and msattally at 
least, ‘Will be idlowed no other than a pewt^ pot to 
drink out of, under pain' of being ** writ down an ass ” 
— or worse. It is a dreary prospect.’ 

I put these words into the lips of Corrtze ; and, by- 
the>by, will anyone be. good enough to tdl me why 
Corr^ze has been considered an ‘ impossible ’ character 
in a century t^ich has known Mario, Mardwse di 
Candia, and seen the women of Paris mad for a smile 
from Capoul ? 
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Art Handbooks, conitHueO^ 

The Art Annual, 1883-4. Edited by 
K. G. Dumas. With 300 full-page 
Illustrations. Domy Bvo, 56. 

Boccaccio's Decameron ; or, 

Ten Days’ Enteitainment. Translated 
into Enp;]ibh^ with an Introdurtion by 
Thomas Wriout, F.S.A. With Portrait, 
aud Stothakd's beautiful Copper- 
plates, Cr. 8r o, cl oth e xtra, gilt, 7 fl 6d. 

Blake (William); Etching’s from 

his W^oiks. By W. B. ScoTi. With 
de'-.eiiptive Text. Folio, half-bound 
bo.nd<, Indu Pr oofs, 21 8. 

Bowers’(G.) Hunting Sketches: 
Cantera In Crampshlre. Oblong 410, 
b.-iU-bound boards, 21s. 

Leavoe from a Hunting Journal 
Coloured in facsimih* of the originals 

Oblong 4to, half-bound, 21s. 

Boyle (Frederick), Works by : 

Camp Notes* Storie.3 of Sport and 
Adventuio in Asm, Africa, and 
Auifrica Crown 8\o, cloth cxtia 
3 s 64- , post 8vo, illustrated bd.s., 23 
Savage Life. Crown Bvo, cloth extra 
.38 6d : post 8vo, illustrated bek , 2s 
Chronicles of No-Man’s Land 
('town Bvo. cloth cxtia, 68 ; ; iSi. 8vo, 
0 illust bm ids, 2s 

Brand's Observations on Pop- 

ular Antiquities, chii'fiy Illnsu iling 
the •Origin of our Vulgar Customs 
Cficmouips, and Superstitions. With 
the Additions of S r liEHRV Ei.lis. 
Crown 8\o, cloth extra, gilt, with 
numnoiis llluslraiioiis, 7 s. 6d. 

Bret Harto, Works by : 

Bret Harte’s Collected Works. Ar- 
ranged and Revised by the Author. 
Complete in Five Vols., crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, Gs f'.irh. 

Vol. I. CoMi’T.KTE Poetical and 
Dramatic Works. With Sb-d Poi- 
trait, and Introduction by .Author. 
Vol II IVAIII I! It PArLPS—I OCK OK 
Roaring Camp, and othei SUrkbes 
— Bohi.mian Papers — Shnish 
AiiD Ami.kican Lpoknds. 

Vol. Ill Tales of the .A.rgonauts 
— I'.A fiTrrtN SKnnihs 
Vol IV Gabrill Conroy. 

Vol V Storii s ~ Condi- nsed 
Novlls, &c. 

The Select Works of Bret Harto, in 
Piose and Poeliv. Wuli Inlnidur- 
tory Essay by J M UcLi fw, rorii;.it 
of the Aiilhor, and 50 'Illunr.iliOiiS. 
Clown &VO, cloth exli .1, 7 s. fid 
Gabriel Conroy A No^cl. Tost Bvo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. 




BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 


liRET Harte’s Works, continued — 

An Heiress of Red Oog, and other 
Stones, Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 
28. ; doth bmp, 28. 6d. 

The Twins of Table Mountain. Fcap. 
8vo. pirtnie covei, iB.; ciown 8vo, 
rloth c'Xtr.i, Ss 6d 

Luck of Roar.ng Camp, and other 
bkeirlies Pobt Kvo, illust. bda., 28 

Jeff Briggs’s Love Story. Fcap. 8vo, 
p.ctiiH l8 : clutu extra, 2s 6d. 

Flip Post 8vf>, illustrated boards, 28. ; 

L lot’ll iiiiip, 2s 6d. 

Californian Stories (including The 
Twins oi- Table Mountain, Jeff 
Priogs’s Love Story, &.c.) Post 
8vo, ill jsf rated boards, 2s 

Brewer (Rev. Dr.), Works by : 

The Reader’s Handbookof Allusions, 
References, Plots, and Stories. 
Fourth Fdition, revised throughout, 
with a New Appendix, containing a 
CoMi'LUL E.nclisii Hibltog raphy. 
Ci. 8\o, 1,400 pp., cloth ectra, 78. 6d. 

Authors and their Works, with the 
Dates lloing the Appendicts to 
“The Peader’*. ilandbofik,” 
ati-ly printed Cr 8vo, ( loth limp, 2s. 

A Dictionary of Miracles Imitative, 
Realistic, and I logmat ic C rown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7a. 6d ; lulf-bound, 9a. % 

Brewster (Si rbavid), Works by: 

More Worlds than One: The Creed 
of the i'hilosophcr and the Hoi>e ol 
the Christian. With Plates. Post 
bvo, cloth extra, 4s Gd . 

The Martyrs of Science: Lives of 
Galiliu, Tycho Brahe, and Kep- 
ler. With Poilraits. Post 8 vo, cloth 
extra, 48. 6d. 

Letters on Natural Maglo. A New 
Ldition, wiih numerous llliistratious, 
and Chapters on the Being and 
Facultios ol Man, and Additional 
Plietionieiia of Natural Magic, by 
J A. Smith. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 

4b.G^ 

BrillatSavarin.- Gastronomy 

as a Fine Art By Brilla t-Savakin. 

Translated by R. E. An^irrsom, M.A. 

PostHvo, cloth limp, 2 8 6d. 

Burnett (Mrs.), Novels by : 

Surly Tim, and other Stories. Post 
8vn, illustrated boards, 28. 

Kathleen Mavourneen. Fesp. Bvo, 
picture cover, 1b. 

Lindsay's Luck. Fcap. Bvo, picture 
cover, iB. 

Pretty Polly Pemberton. Fcap, 8vo« 
picture cover, la. 


Buchanan’s (Robert) Works : 

Ballade of Life, Love, and Humour. 
With a Frontispiece by Arthur 
Hughes. Crown Hvo, cloth extra, 68. |j 

Selected Poems of Robert Buchanan. 
With Frontispiece by T, Dalziel. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Undertones. Cr. Bvo, cloth extra, 68 . 

London Poems. Cr. Bvo. cl extra, 68 

Tho Book of Orm. Cr. Bvo, cl. ex., 6 b, 

Whito Rose and Rod: A Love Story. 
Ciown 8vo, cloth extra, 68 

Idylls and Legends of Inverburn. 
Crown Bvo, cloth rxira, Gs 

St. Abo and hts Seven Wives ' A Tale 
of S.ilr Lake City With agjfrontis- 
luece by A. B, Houghton. Crown 
b \ o, cloth extra, 68. 

Robert Buchanan'eComplete Poet, 
cal Works With Steel plate Poi- 
tiait Ciown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

The Hebrid isles: Wandnings m the 
Land of Lome and the OiiKr He* 
biides. With Froiitispu cc by W, 
Small. Crown 8vo, cloih e\Ma,68. 

A Poet's Sketch Book. .St 'ei'imis 
Irom the Piose Wiitmgs ol R uh-rt 
Buchanan Ciown 8\o, cI ixlra, CS. 

The Shadow of the Sword : A Ho 
in.ince, Crown B\o, cloth C'tra, 
3s Gd ; post kvo, illust bojids, 2s. 

A Child of Nature : A Komance. With 
a Froiitis]>u'c e. Crown 8vo, cloth 
c\ti.'i,38 Gd ; postSvd, illust. bd8.,2s. 

God and the Man : A Romance. With 
lIlustiaMon& by Frfu Barnarh. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra Ss. Gd.; post 
Bvo, illustrated boanU, 28, 

Tho Martyrdom of Madeline: A 
Romance With Frontispiece by A. W. 
Coopi R Cr 3 vo, cloth ex tra, 38. 6d ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2 b. 

Love Me for Ever. With a Frontis- 
piece b> P. Machab. Crown 8vo, 
clo«ii extra, 3s Gd. ; post 8vo, illus- 
trated bo.irds. 2s. 

Annan Water: A Romance. Crown 
Jvo, cloth extra, 38 6d. ; post Bvo, 
ill.ist board.s, 28. 

The NcwAbolard: ATtomance. Crown 
Bvo, cloth txtra, Ss. 6d, ; post Bvo, 
illubt. boaids, 2s. 

Foxglove Manor: A Novel. Ciown 
Bvo, cloth e\tra, 38. 6d. 

Matt : A Romance. Crown Bvo, cloth 
extra, 3s 6d 

Burton (Robert) : 

The Anatomy of Melancholy. A 
New Edition, complete, corrected 
and enriched by Translations of the 
Classical Extiacts. Demy Bvo, cloth 
extra, 78. Gd. 

Melancholy Anatomleed: Being an 
Abridgment, for popular use, of Bur* 
ton’s Anatomy or Melancholy. 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, Si. 0A. 



CHATTO «• WmDVS, PICCADILLY. 


Burton (Captain), Works by: 

To the Gold Coast for Qa4d : A Per- 
sonal Nairative. By Richard F. Bur- 
ton and Verney Lovett Cameron. 
With Maps and Frontispiece Two 
Vols , crown 8vo, cloth extra, 218. 
The Book of the Sword: Being a 
HibloTy ol the hword and its Use In 
al) Countries, from the Earlirst 
Times. By Richarij F. Burton: 
With over 400 Illustrations. Square 
8vo. cloth extra, 328. 

Bunyan'a Pilgrim’s Progress. 

Kdited by Rev. T. Scott. With 17 
Steel Plates by Stothamd, engraved 
by CooDALL, and miinerous Woodcuts. 
Crown bvo, cloth extra, gut, 73 6(1. 

Byron (Lord); 

Byron's Letters and Journals. With 
Notices oi his Lite. By Thomas 
Moorl*. a Reprint of the Original 
Ldition, newly revised, with Twelve 
lull fiapo Phitfs. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, gilt, 7s 61 

Byron’s Don Juan. Complete in One 
Vol., {lost 8\o, cloih limp, 28 

Cameron (Commander) and 
Captain Burton —T o the Gold Coast 
tor Gold . A Personal Narrative. By 
KrcHARD F. Burton oud Vernry 
Lovett Cameron. With Frontispiece 
and Maps. Two Vols, crown 8x0, 
cloth extra, 21 b. 

Cameron (Mrs. H. Lovett), 

Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d each; 
post 8vo, illu<;trated boards, 2s. each. 
Juliet's Guardian. 

Oeoclvors Ever. 

Campbelt.—White and Black . 

Travels in the United Statis By Sir 
George Campbell, M.P. Demy 8vo, 
cloth extia, 148. 

Carlyle (Thomas) : 

Thomas Carlyle: Letters and Re- 
collections. By Moncuke D, Con- 
way, M.A, CrowD bvo, cioth extra, 
with Illustrations, Ss. 

On the Choice of Books By Thomas 
Carlyle With a Life of the Author 1 
by R. 11. Shepherd. New and Re- < 
vised Edition, post 8vo, cloth extra, I 
Illustrated, Is. 6d. 

The Correspondence of Thomas 
Carlyieand Ralph Waldo Emerson, 
1634 to 1872. Edited by Charles 
Eliot Norton. With Portrkhs. Two 
Vols., crown 8vo, doth extra, 248. 


Chapman’s (George) Works 

Vol. X. contains the Plays dbmpletc, 
including the doubttul ones. Vol XL, 
the Poems and Minor Translations, 
with an lutroduciory Essay by Alw'r- 
NON ChaHLPS SWINHUU'Sfc. Vol. III., 
the Translations ot the Iliad and Odys- 
sey. Three Vol*.., crown bvo, cloth 
extra, 18s. ; or sepaiately, 68. each 

Chatto & Jackson.— A T realise 

on Wood Engraving, Historic.!! and 
Piactiral By Wm. Andrew Chatto 
and foMN Jack'-on. With an Addr- 
tioual Clnptrr by M.’vwy G. Bohn; 
and 450 hnp Illustrarums. A Reprint 
of the Ki'-t Rrvi-scd Edition, Large 
4to, hali-botmd, 288. 

Chaucer : 

Chaucer for Children: A Golden 
Kt y. By Mrs. a. R. Haweil, With 
Eight Coloured Pictures and nu- 
merous V\'oodcuts by the Author. 
N«‘w Ed , small 4to, cloth extra, 68. 
Chaucer for Schools. By Mis. 11 . R. 
IUakm) Drmybvo, Cloth limp, 2 b 6d, 

Clodcl'’— IVJyths and Dreams. 
B> Itjn-A’o I'uoDi) F.R A S., Author 
of ” I'ht* f,I. I Ihxid of Religions," &r 
Chowii S\^), f I nil extia 5s 

^ify(Thej^ of Dream : A Poem. 

Fcap. bvo, cloth f‘xtra, 6a [/n the prea, 

Cobban.— The Cure of Souls : 

A 5t)iy. By J MA<tAi?hN Coeban. 
Post 8vo, iUustiateJ boards, 2 b. 

Colhns (C. Allston).— The Bar 

Sinister. A Story. By C. Allston 
Collins Pol! bvo, illustrated bds.,28. 

Collins (Mortimer & Frances), 

Nove's by 

Sweet and Twenty. Post Bvo, illus- 
tidtfcl boards. 28. 

Frances Poat 8vo, illust. bds., 28. 
Blacksmith and Scholar. Po:it8vo, 
illustrated boards, 28 ; crOwn bvo. 
cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

The Village Comedy. Post 8vo, illiist. 

boaids,29 . cr. bvo, cloth extra, 3s 6d. 
You Play Mo False. Post bvo, illuM. 
beards, 2s.; cr bvo, cJolh extra, 38. 6^ 

Coliins (Mortimer), Novels by : 

Sweet Anno Page. Post 8 vq, illus- 
trated bo.*irds, & ; crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, Ss Cd 

Transmigration. Post 8vo,iUnst.bds. , 
2a.; ciowii bvo, cloth extia, 3f. 6d. 
From Midnight to Midnight. Post • 
8vo, illustrated boaids, 28. ; crown 
Bvo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

A Fight with Fortune. Post Bvo, 
{liusUated boards, 28. 
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Collins (Wilkie), Novels by. 

Eabb post 8vo, {Hastroted boards, SiE^ 
cloth limp, 2a. 6d.; or crown 8vo, 
doth extra. Illustrated, Ss. 6d. 

Antonina. lUust. by A. CoNCANsit. 

Basil. Illustrated by Sir John Gil- 
bert and J. Mahoney. 

Hide and Seek. Illustrated by Sir 
John Gilbert and J. Mahonfy. 

The Dead Secret. IllustraUd by Sir 
John Gilbert and A. CoNrAN en. 

Queen of Hearts, lllustiated by Sir 
John Gilbert and A. CoNCAWi-N. 

My Mlsceiianies With Illustrations 
by A CoNCANEN, and a Steel plate 
Portrait of Wilkie Collins 

The Woman In White. With Illus- 
trations by Sir John Gilbert and 

F. A. Fraser. 

The Moonstone. With Illustrations 
by G.Di) MALRiERand K A Puaser. 

Man and Wife. Illust. by W Small. 

Poor Miss Finch. Illustrated by ! 

G, Du Mairifr and Fdvvard 

IIUGHLS. 

Miss or Mrs F With Illustiations by 
S L. Fildf sand Henry Woods, 

The New Magdalen. Illiistiatcd by j 

G. Du MAURiERand C. S, Kan’Ds. 

The Frozen Deop. Illustiat 4 ;d by 

G. Du Maufxer and J. Mahomy. 

The Law and the Lady. Ilhutiated 
by S. L. biLni s and Sydiily Iiall. 

The Two Destinies. 

The Haunted Hotel. Illustrated by 
Arthur Hopkins. 

The Fallen Leaves. 

Jezebei'e Daughter. 

The Black Robe. 

Heart and Science: A Story of tbe 
Present lime. 

** I Say No.” Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
3." 6d. [Shortly. 

Colman’s Humorous Works; 

*' Broad Grins,” *' Mv Niuhtj-own and 
Shppuis,”and other Ilnnioroas Woi ks. 
Prose and. Poetical, of Gkikge Col- 
man. With Lite by G, B Buck? tone, 
and Frontispiece by I loo art ii. Ciown 
8 vo, tloth extra, pU, 73 6d. 


Convalescent Cookery : A 
Family Handbook By Catiifrinb 
Ryan. Crown 8vo, Is ; cloth, Is 6d, 


Conweiy (Moncure D.), Works . 
by; J 

Demonology and Devil Lore. Two! 
Vols., royal 8vo, with G5 lllusts., 28 s. 1 

A Necklace of Stories. Illustrated | 
by W. J Hfnnessy. Square Bvo, 
cloth extra, fis. 

The Wandering Jew. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 6a. 

Thomas Carlyle: Letters end Re- 
coileotions. With lliuKirations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 63 . 


Cook (Dutton), Works by: 

Hours with the Players. V/itb a 
Steel Plate Fiontispiere Now and 
Cheaper Edit., cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 6a. 

Nights at the Play A View of the 
hmjhsh Stiitff} New and Cheaper 
Edition. Crown 8vo. cloth extt a, 68. 

Leo: A Novel. Post 8vo, illustrated 
boards, 2s. 

Paul Foster’s Daughter, Post Svo, 

.illusliaied boirds, 2 s., ciown Bvo, 
cloth extra, 3 s 6d. 


Copyright. — A Handbook of 

English and Foreign Copyright In 
Literary and Dramatic Works. By 
Sidney Terkold, of the Middle 
Ttinple, Esq , Bai ri‘?t(T-al Law. Post 
8vo, cloth Imip, 2s 6d. 

Cornwall.— Popular Romances 

of the West of Englsiid; or. Tbe 
1)1 oils, Tr,iditions, aiui Supeistitions 
of Old Cornwall Collected ami Edited 
by Robi:i<t Hunt, F R S. New and 
Revised Edilir,i, with Additions, ard 
Two Slci'’ plate Illustrations by 
Gi'OPGF Cruiksiiank. Crown Svo, 
cloth e Vila, 7 s 6d. 

CrcTsy— Memoirs of Eminent 

Etoi.ians: with Notices ol the Early 
Hibtoiy of Eton College. By Sir 
Edward Crfasy, Author of “The 
Fifteen Decisive Battles of tlie World.” 
Crown Hvo, cloth extra, gilt, with 13 
Portiails, 7 s. 6d. 


Cruikshank (George) : 

The Comic Almanack. Complete in 
Two Si Kif'. • The First from 1835 
to 1843; the Slcond uoin 1844 to 
1853. A Gathering ot the BesT 
Humour of Tiiackekay, Hood, May- 
HFW, Albi rt Smith, A’BncKFTT, 
Ro«I‘Rt Brough, fire. With 2,000 
Woodcuts and Steel Engravings by 
Cruikshank, Hike, Lanpflls, fitc. 
Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, two very thick 
voluraci, 7 s 6d. each. 
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Cruiksijahk (G.}t cmunued-^ 

The Lire of George Crulkshank. By 
Blanch AFU Ikruold, Author of 
“Tlio Life of Napolt'on IIL,” &c. 
With 84 Itlustrauons^ New and 
Cheaper lidition, enlarged, with Ad- 
ditional Plates, and a very catefully 
compiled BiblioKruphy. Ciown8vo, 
cloth extra, 7 b. 6d. 

Roblneon Crusoe. A beautiful re- 
pioduction ol Major’s I.dition, with 
37 Woodcuts and Two Sloel PUtts 
by GroRCK Ckuikshank, choicely 
printed. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 
7s 6d. A iow Large-Paper copies, 
printed on hand-iiMtle paper, with 
India proois of the llhistratiuiis, 36s. 

Cussans.— Handbook of Her- 
aldry; with lu&triicl'ons lor Tracing 
Pedigrees and Decipbc.'-tiig Ancient 
US;', &c. By John E. Cul.sans. 
I-ntiiely New and Revised Edition, 
illustrated with over 400 Woodcuts 
and Culound Plates. Crown b\o, 
cloth evtra, 7s. Gd. ^ 

Cypics.— Hearts of Gold: A 

Novel. By Wii 1 lAM CwLj-8. Ciown 
b\o, (lr*th exti.i, 3s Cd. ; post 8\o, 
illu tinted boauK, 2s. 

Daniel. — Merrio England In 
the Olden Time. By Gi ouctH Danipl. 
Uith lllualirUinns by Hour. Cruir- 
siiAiiK Clown favo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. 

Daudet.-~Port Salvation; or, 

The* Evaiigeii'.t. By Alphonse 
liiiiniT. Tiai’sl.ited by C. Harry 
I di I i/CK. With Poiirait ot the 
Autlior, Crown cloth cxtia, 

3s Gd ; post 8\u, illust boards, 23. 

bavenant. — What shall my 

Son bo? Hints loi I’ar«uis on the 
t'houe ui a i'roh .sion or Tr.tdc lor 
fill' I Sous. Ity 1 RAM IS Pavi nant, 
M.A. Po^'/l bvo, cloth lunp, 2 b. Gd, 

Davies (Dr. N. E.), Works by; 

One Thousand Medical Maxims, 
Ctown Hvo, Is , cloth, Is Gd. 
N'uruery Hints* A Mothi,!’*. Guide. 

Ciowuibvo, Is.; cloth, Is Gd 
Aida to Long Life. Ciowu bvo, 2s. ; 
cloth limp, 23. Gd. 

Davies’ (Sir John) Complete 

Poetical Works, lecludiii^ Psalms I. 
to L. ill Vcibe, and other hith< rto Un- 
published MSS , lor the first tniie 
Collected and Edited, with Mcmorial- 
Introductien and Notes, by the Rev. 
A. B. Guosart. D D. '1 wo Vols., 
orown Gvo, cloth bourdt’ 12|. 


Do Maistre.— A Journey Round 
My Room, By Xavier pb IdAisxKB. ^ 
Translated by Hgnrv Attwell. Post 
8vo, doth h mp, 2 s. Gd. 

De Mine — A Castle In Spain. 

A Novel, By James Db Mills. With 
a Frontispiece. Crown Bvo, cloth 
extra, 38 , Gd ; post 8vo. illu st. bds., ^ 

Derwent (Leith), Novels by : 

Ciown 8vo, cloth cxtia, 3 s. Gd. ; post bvo, 
illustrated boards, 2 b. 

Oup Lady of Tears. 

CIrco's Lovers. 

Dickons (Charles), Novels by : 

Post bvo, illustrattd board,;, 2 s. t.tch. 

Sketches by Boz. I Nicholas NIckleby 

Pickwick Papers. | Oliver Twist. 

The Speeches of Charles Dickons, 
{Mayfair Ltbraiy.) Pout bvO, cloth 
hmp, 2 a. Gd. 

The Speeches of Charles Dickens, 
1841-1870. With a New Bibliography, 
revised and enlarged. Edited and 
Pief.iced by Richard Ulrnil Shki^ 
hilKOi Ctown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

About England with Dickens. By 
Alfred Kimmer. With 57 Illustra- 
tions by C. A. Vandbrhoof, Vlfrbd 
Kimmer, and otheis, Sq. 8vo, cloth 

extra, 10 s 6d^ 

Dictioriaries; 

A Dictionary of Miracles: Imitative, 
Realistic, and Dogmatic. By the 
Kcv. E. C. Brewi r, LL.D. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 7 s 6d,, hf.-bouud, 9 s. 
The Reader’s Handbook of Allu* 
slons, References, Plots, and 
Stories, iiy Hie Rev. E. C. Brlwlr, 
l.L.D. Fourth Edition, revised 
throughout, with a New Apptindix, 
containing a L'oniplrte English Ibh- 
hograpliy. Crown bvo, 1,400 pages, 
cloth extra, 7 s Gd. 

Authors and thotr Works, with the 
Dales. Buiug the Aopeiulioes to 
"The Reader’s Handbook." sepa- 
rately punted. By I he Rev. E. C. 
Brewer, LL.D. Crown 8vo, cloth 
lim]>, 2s. 

Familiar Allusions: A Handbook 
ol Miscellaneous Information ; in- 
cluding the Names of Celebrated 
Statues, Paintings. Palaces, Country 
Seals, Ruins, Gburchos, Ships, 
Streets, Clubs, Natuial Cuiiositios, 
and the like. By Wm. A; Whellur 
and Charles G. Wheeler. Demy 
8%o, clotn extia, 78 . Gd. 

Short Sayings of Groat Men. With 
Historical and Explanatory Notes. 
By Samuel A. Bent, M.A, Demy 
»TO,cloU> extra 7 «.^ 
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Dictjonari&s, continued— 

A Ototlonary of the Drama: Being 
a comprehcn&ivo Guide to the Plays, 
PlavwrightB,Player8, and Playhouses 
of the United Kiiigdoinand America, 
from the Earliest to the Present 
Tiniea By W. Dax^enport Adams. 
A thick volume, crown 8vo, half* 
bound, 12s Sd. [In preparation. 
The Slang Dictionary: Etymological, 
Hi&toituil, and AnordouL Crown 
8 \(j, cloth extra, 68. 6d 
Women of the 0*^ , A Biographical 
Dictionary liypRAMC&s Hays. Cr. 
hNO, ch'th ext: i. Ss 

Words, Facts, and Phrases: A Dic- 
tionary ol Ciiiious, ^uduit, and Out* 
tC'thti-Way Mattcis By Liip^ir 
Euwards New and Cheaper I**'-ue, 
Cr ^\o, rl t'\., 73 6d , lit.-bd 68 

Diderot.— The Paradox of Act- 
ing. Translai'-d, with Aiinutaltons, 
hum Didutit’h “ Le Paiadoxe sur le 
Coiiifdien,*’ by Walti r Hkrkies 
Pmli.ock. V/itli a Prclacc by IIrnky 
l»!Vi s'G Cr tlvo. XU parchnit,-ut,4s Cd. 

Dobson (W. T.), Works by : 
Literary Fr'vciitlcs, Fancies, Follies, 
and Frolics. Po^t 8vo, cl. Ip., 2s bd. 
Poetical In'icnuitlee and Lccentrl- 
cltios. cloth bmp, _2s 6d, 

Doran. — Memories of our 

Great Towns, wiih Arui dotic Clean- 
in,43 rnnrnuuig tiuiir Wortiiies and 
Jiuir Odtliiii'S. By Dr J^aiN Dokan, 
I" S A. With lllustialious New 
and C hrapvr Ed , ct Sn o, cl e\ , 7s 6d. 

Drama," A Dictionary of the. 

Being a coinpi^'hciisi''f (bmie to tiie 
Plays, Pla} wish's, Playci'., and Pla>- 
houacs oi the Umti-d l\iii,Tdom and 
Auiiiiica, Iron' thr Earliest to the Pte- 
»(*iit Trues By W l>^VitNroKT 
Adams (ibiitoim with Bki.wlk's 
“K faiicr’s ib.ndbouk ') Crown ^-vo, 
hall-Lxraiid, 123 6(1 _[Ui pirpa>Kitv^n 

bramalists, The Old. Cr 8vo, 

cl.ev ,Vi>;n<dte Portraits, 63 yici Vc.l. 
Sen Jon&on'e Works. Wuh Notes 
CiUical and Explanatory, and a B.o- 
gi.irlucal Memoir by V. m Guiokd. 
l-,dil V>y t ol. CcNNr,u»AM 3 Vols 
Chapman’s WorK&. Coinpli to in 
Throe Vols ^ Vol I. i ontaius the 
Plavs compile, incUi.i og doubtlul 
ont%; Vol. I! , I’ooiiis and Minor 
Transhdioiis witli lull odiictoiy Essay 
by A.t..SwiM'i;PMt, Vol HI., fiaua- 
lalions o( tilt (-lad and Odjssey. 
Marlowe's V/orks. IiKludiug bis 
T I ausuiions. Edittd, with Notes 
arid lutrcxluction, hy CoI.Cunnimo- 
HAM One Vol. 


Dramatists, The Ou>.coniinutd— 
Mamlnger’a Plays. From the Text of 
William Gifford. Edited by Co). 
Cu NHiNGH A M. O ne VoL 

Dyer. — The Folk - Lore of 
Plants. By T. F. Thisblton Dyer, 
M.A., &e. Crown flvo, cloth extra, 
78 6d. preparatic^ 

Early English Poets. Edited, 
with Introduct'ons and Annotations, 
by Rev. A. B.Grosart, U D. Crown 
bvo, cloth hoatdi, 68 per Volume, 
Fletcher’s (Giles, B.D.) CompleU 
Poems <'>ne Vol. 

Davies' John) Comploto 

Poet 'cal Works. Two Vols 
Herrick's Robert) Complete Col- 
lected Poems. T hree Vols, 
Sidney’s (Sir Philip) Complete 
Poetical Works. Three Vols. 

Herbert(Lord)ofCherbupy'8 Poems. 
Pldited, with Introduction, by 
Chi'iuon C'oLLiMS. Cfown 8\o, 

j wt h I m m L 

£dwardos(Mr6. A.), Novels by: 
A Point of Honour. Poit -tvo, illus- 
tinted boaidb, 23 

Archie Lovell. Post 8vo, illust. bdL, 
28. , crov^ hvo, cloth exit a, 3S_ed 

Eggleston.— Roxy: A Ndvcl. Uy 

P.lw'ard Kggil.stmk Post hvo, illiisr. 
boaids, 23 ; cr h\o, cloth exfr.a. Ss 6d. 

Emanuel— On Diamonds and 
Precious Stones; then History, Vnbie, 
and Propnties ; with Simple Tc“tL*. K»r 
as( ertaiMtig their l<(‘aUt>. Hy Harky 
Emanuel, b.R.G.S. \\ith tumicious 
lllustr.'itiou';, tinted aud plain. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, j,ill, 6$. 

Englishman’s House, The : A 

Piariiral Guide to all intcresiod in 
Sitlccling or Building a House, M'th 
fsll E.sliiiiates of Cost, Cuamities Ac. 
By C j Richardson. Ihiid Edition 
Neatly bcKi 11 hists. Cr.8vo,cl ex ,78 6d. 

Ewald (Alex. Charles, F.S.A.), 

Works by ■ 

Stories from the State Papers. 
VVuh an Autotype Facsimile. Crown 
8vo, cloth cxtia, 6a. 

The Life and Times of Prince 
Charles Stuart, Count of Alban>, 
coiuiiioiily i filled the Young Pio- 
teudi r. From the State Pap<'i s a. id 
oilier Souices. New and Chcaju'r 
Edition, with .1 Portrait, uown bvo, 
cloth extra, 78 6d 

Studies Re studied : Historical 
Sketrhes from Oiigmal Soutces. 
Dtiuy 8vo, cloth extra, 12i. 
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Eyes, Thd How to Use our 

Eyes, and How to Preserve Them. By 
I John Browning, F.R A.S., &c. WitE 
5 * lUnstratio ns. I s ; cl oth, li. 61. 

Fairholt.— Tobacco: Its His- 
tory and Associations; with an Ac* 
count of the Plant and its Manu- 
facture, and its Modes of Use in all 
A«es and Countries By F. W. Fair- 
holt, F..S.A. With Coloured Frontis- 
piece and upwards of loo Illustra- 
tions b y the Auth or. C r 8vo>cl 

Famlfiap Allusions: A Hand- 
book of Minoellancous Inlormation: 
nirludmg the Names of Celebrated 
Statues, Paintings, Palaces, Country 
Seats, Ruins, Chutcbes, Ships, Streets, 
Clubs, Natural Cmiositirs, and the 
like. By William A, Wklillr, 
Author ol NotPd Nanicsol hiciioii ; '• 
and Charles G. Wiirller. Demy 
^vo, cl oth extra , 78 6d 

Faraday ( M ic haei ) , Works by : 

The Chemical History of a Candle ; 
Lectures dfchvcted beloie a Juvenile 
Audience at the Kmal Institution. 
Edited by VV’illiam Crookls, F C.S. 
Post 8vo, cloth extra, with numerous 
lllustratimis, 48. 6d. 

On the Various Forces of Nature, 
and then Relations to each other: 
Lectures delivered befoie a Juvenile 
Audience at tlie Ro>al Institution. 
LUitcd by William Ckookls, b.C.S. 
Post 8vo, cloth ertra, with numerous 

Illustrations, 48 fid, __ 

Farrcr,' — Military Manners 
and Customs By J. A. Far^lk, 
Atithci ol “ I’limitivo Mauneis and 
(.ustouib," &c, Crown 8\o, cloth Citia, 
63. 

Fln-Bec. — The’ Cupboard 

Papers . Observations on the Art of 
I.iving and Diuing. lly Fin-Blc. Post 
Bvo, cloth limp, 2s, fid. 

Fitzgerard ’ ( Percy) Works by ; 

The Recreations of a Literary Man ; 
or, Does Writing Pay? With Re- 
collections of some lAUrary Men, 
and a View oi a Litrinry Man's 
Working Life. Cr.Svo, cloth extra, fis 
The World Behind the Scenes. 

Cl own 8vo, cloth extra, 3a. fid. 

Little Essays: Passages from the 
Letters of Charles Lamb. Post 
bvo, cloth hmp, 2 b. 6d. 

Post Hvo, illustrated boards, 28, each. 
Bella Donna. | Never Forgotten. 
The Second Mrs Tlilotson. 

Polly. 

Sevent>*flve Brooke Street. 

The Lady of Bpantome. 


Fletcher'S (Giles, B.D.) Com- 
plete Poems: Christ's Vi<;torie in 
Heaven, Christ's Victone on Earth, 
Christ's Triumph over Death, and 
Mmor Poems. With Memoriahlntro- 
duction and Notes by the Rev. A. B. 
Grosart, D.D. C r. 8vo, cloth bdp.,6 i. 

Fonblanque.— Filthy Lucre : A 
Novel. By Albany de Fonblanque. 
Post 8 vo. ihastiatcd^ards, 2s 

Francilibn fR7E.),‘ Novefs by; 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. fid. each ; 
po>.t 8vo, illust. boards. 2s each. 
Olympia i Queen Cophetua 

One by One^ | A Real Queen. - 

Esther's Glove. Fcap. 8vo, picture 

covtT , Is 

French Literature, History of. 

By flKNay V^an Laum. Complete in 
3 Vols., d»»iny Bvo, cl._bd^ 7s.6 d each. 

Frere.—Pandurang Harl ; or, 

Memoirs ot a H indoo. W itU a Preface 
by Sir II Bartle Frere, G,C S.I., &c. 
Clown Bvo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. ; post 
8\o, illu stiated boar ds, 2b 

Frisvyiell.— Oneof Two: ANovel. 

By If AIN Friswlll. Post 8vo, illus- 
trated b'laids, 2&. _ 

Frost (Thomas), Works by 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ss. Cd. each. 
Circus Life and Circus Celebrities. 
The Lives of the Conjurers. 

The Old Showmen and the Old 
Londoji Fairs. 

Fry.— Royal Guide to the Lon- 
don Charities, 1885-6. By Herbert 
Fi:v Showjiijj their Name, Date of 
Foundation, Objects, Income, OWicials, 
&c. Pub isht’d Annually, Crown 8\tj, 
cloth, 18 fid [Short l) . 

Gardening Books: 

A Year's Work In Garden and Green- 
house . Practical Advice to Amat'jur 
Gardeners as to the Management ot 
the Flower.lMuit.andFraine Garden, 
By Gkorgl Gllnnv. Post bvo, Is : 
cloth, 23 fid. 

Our Kitchen Garden : The Plants wc 
Grow, and How we Cook Them. 
By Tom jRRRor.n, Post 8vo, Is.; 
cloth limp. Is, fid. 

Household Horticulture: A Gossip 
about Flowers. *By Tom and J\m. 
Jekkold. Illustrated. Postbvo, Is. : 
cloth limp, la fid 

The Garden that Paid the Rent. 
By Tom Jerrohl Fcap, 8vo, illus- 
trated cover, Is ; cloth hmp, la fid. 
My Garden Wild, and What 1 Grew 
iheie. ByF.G. Heath. Crown Bit?, 
cloth extra, 58. ; gilt edges, 8a. 
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Garrett.— The Cape! Girls: A 
Novel.” By Edward Garrrtt. Post 
8vo,iilqst.fa ds., 8 b. ; cr, 8vp, cl.ex., Ss. 8d. 
Gentleman's Magazine (The) 
for 1885. One Shilling Monthly. A 
New Serial Story, entitled "The 
Unformoen,” by Alice 0‘Hanlon, 
begins m the Januahy Number. 
''Science Notes," by W. Mattieu 
Williams, F R.A.S., and “Table 
Talk," by Sylvan ns Uruam, are also 
continued monthly. 

Now ready ^ the Voivtnr for Jxn.Y to 

DrcEMBER, i8%, clothextta , ; 

Cates for 6tnrft» y, 2fl. eac h 

GormaTTPopuIar StorlesT Col- 


lected by the Brothers Grimm, and 
Translated by Edgar Taylor, h'ditcd, 
with an Introductnm.by John Ruskin. 
With 2% Illustrations cm Steel by 
George CimiKSHANE. Square 8vo, 
cloth CEtra, 68. 6d^; gilt edges, 7 a. 6d^ 

GlBbon~ (Charles), Novels by : 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Robin GpAy. in Pastupca Green 

For Lack of Gold. Braes of Yarrow. 
What will the The Flower of the 
World SayP Forest. 

In Honour Bound A Heart's Prob* 
In Love and War. lem 

For the King. TheGoldenShaft. 
Queen of the Of High Degree. 
Meadow. 


Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2a. 
The Dead Heart. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3a. 6d each. 
Fancy Frce^ | Loving a Dream, 

By Mead and Stream. Three Vols., 
crown 8vo, 31s. Cd, 

A Hard Knot. TUiec Vols., crown 8vo, 
31s. 6d. 

Heart's Delight. Three Vols., crown 
8 VO, 3 IS 6 d . [/» the press, 

Qilbe^ (William), Novels jay : 

Pobt 8vo, illustrated boards, 2 b. each. 

Dr. Austin's Guests, 

The Wizard of the Mountain. 

__ Jam es Duke, C ostermonger. 

Gilbert (W. S.), Original Plays 

by In Two Series, each complete in 
itself, price 2 b. 6d. eacln 
The First Sbbiks contains — The 
Wicked World— ^'ginal ion and Ga- 
latea — Chantj — The Pi in cess — The 
P.*il<ice of Truth- Trial by Jury. 

The Second Sehi.'s conMins— Bro- 
ken Mearts—Engaged—Sweethearts— 
Gretchen— Dan'lDiuct— Tom Cobb— 

H M.S. Pinafore— The Sorcerer— The 
Pirates of Pc nrance. i 

I 


Glenny.— A Year’a Work In 

Garden and Greenhouse: Practical 
Advice to Amateur Gaideners as to 
the Management Of the Flower, Fruit, 
and Frame Garden. By George 
Glenny. Post 8vo, l8 ; cloth, Is. 6d. 

Godwin.— LIvea of the Necpo- 
manocps. By William Godwin. 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2a. 

Golden Library, The: 

Square i6mo (Tauchmtz size), cloth 
limp, Ste. per volume. 

Bayard Taylor's Diversions of the 
Echo Club. 

Bennett's (Or. W. C.) Ballad History 
of England. 

Bennett’s (Dr ) Songs for Sailors. 
Byron's Don Juan. 

Godwin’s (William) Lives of the 
Necromancers. 

Holmes’s Autocrat of the Break 
fast Table. With an Introduction 
by G. A. Sala. 

Holmes's Professor at the Break* 
fast Table. 

Hood’s Whims and Oddities. Com- 
plete. All tiir original Illustrations. 
Irving’s (Washington) Tales of a 
Traveller. 

Irving’s (Washington) Talcs of the 
Alhambra. 

Jesse's (Edward) Scenes and Oo- 
cupations of a Country Life. 
Lamb's Essays of E!ia. Both Series 
Complete in One \ ol. 

Leigh Hunt’s Essays: A Tale for a 
Chimney Corner, and other Pieces. 
With Po*-irait, and Introduction by 
Edmund Ollilr. 

Mallory's (Sir Thomas) Mort 
d’Arthur; The Stories of King 
Arthur and of the Knights of the 
Round Table. Edited by B. Mont- 
gomerie Ranking. 

Pascal's Provincial Letters. A New 
Translation, with Historical Intro- 
duction and Notes,byT,M’CRiE,D.D. 
Pope’s Pootioal Works. Complete. 
Rochefoucauld’s Maxims and Moral 
Reflections. With Notes, and In- 
troductory Essay by Sa.nte-Bbuvb. 
St. Pierre’s Paul and Virginia, and 
The Indian Cottage. Lciitcd,with 
Life, by the Rev. E. Clakkc. 

Shol ley’s Early Poems, and Queen 
lyiab. With Essay by Leigh Hunt. 
Shelley's Later Poems: Laon and 
Cythna, &c. 

Shelley's Posthumous Poems, tht 
Shelley Papers, &c, 
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GotDBN Library, This, continued ^- 
Sheifey't PiH>ae ^orks, includini^ A 
Refutation oi Deism, Zastrozai, St. 
Irvyne, &c. 

Whfte’a Natural History of Sel- 
borne. E<lited, with Additions, by 
Thomas Br owm, F.L .S. 

Golden Treasury of Thought, 

The: An EhcvcLOpiSDiA op Quota- 
tions fiomWntcra oi all Times and 
Countries. Selected and Edited by 
Till' oDORK Taylor. Crown 8vo, cloth 
_ g >lt and gi l t edBC* . , 78. 6 d. 

Gordon Cumming(6. F.), Works 

by: 

In the Hebrides. With Autotype Fac- 
siuule and numerous full-page Illus- 
tiatinus. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 
88. 6d. 

In the Himalayas and on the Indian 
Plains. W'uh nunicious Illustra- 
tions. Demy 6vo, cloth extta, 8 b. 6d. 
VIA Cornwall to E$ypt. Wifh a 
Photogravure hrontispiece. Demy 
8 VO, cloth extra, 7s. 6(1. 

Graham. — The Professor’s 
wife : A Story hy Leonard Gkah \m. 
F'eap, 8vo, pictuie coAcr, l8.; cloth 
extra, 2s. 6d. _ _ 

Greeks and Romans, The Life 
of the, Described from Antique Monn- 
nenla. By Ernst Guhl and W, 
Koner. 'lian‘.!aled fiom the Third 
Get man Edition, and Ltltted hy Dr. 
F. IIulher. With 545 Ilhiraiations. 
Nevv and Cheaper Edition, demy 8\o, 
cloth ext ra, 7s . M. 

Greenwood (James), Works by; 
The wilds of London. Crown 8\o, 
cloth extra, 3s 6d 

Low Life Deeps: An Account oi the 
Stiange Fibli to be Found There. 
Ciowii 8vo, cloth oxtia, 3s 6d. 

Dick Temple; A Novel. Post 8vo, 
iKustiated hoauls, 2 b. 

3uyot.— -The Earth and Man ; 

or, Physical Geography in its relation 
lo the History of Mankind. By 
Arnold Guyot. With Additions by 
Professors Agassiz, Pje rck, and G ray; 
12 Maps and Engiavings on Suel, 
some Coloured, and copious Index. 
Crown Svo,_clo^i extr a, gil t, 4s. 

Hair (The) : Its Treatment m 
Health, Weakness, and Disease. 
Tianslated from the German of Dr. J. 
PiNCUS . Crown 8vo, Is ; cl oth, Is M. 

Hakr^(Dr. Thomas Gordon), 

Poems by: _ „ 

Malden Ecstasy. Small 4to, cloth 
extra, 8 b. 


Hake’s (Dr. T, G.) Poems, conUnued^^ 
New Symbols Cr. 8vo, cloth mtra, fie. 
Legends of the Morrow. Crown 8vo, 
Cloth extra. 6s 

The Serpen' Play. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra. 6s^ 

Hall.— Sketches of Irish Ch^ 

racter. By Mrs. S. C. Hall. With 
numerous lllubtrations on Steel and 
Wood by Maclise, Gilbert, Harvly, 
and G. Ckuirsmank. Medium 8vo, 
cloti i extra, Bill, 7 b 6d. 

Hall Caine.— The Shadow of a 

Crime: A Novel. By Hall Caine, 
Cr. Bvo, clo^h e xtra, 36 . 6d. 

Halliday.— Every day Papers. 

By Andrkw Halliday. Post 8vo, 
illu&tratcd boards. 2s. 

Handwriting, The Philosophy 

of With over 100 Fa^uniles and Ex- 
planatoiy Text. By Don Felix db 
Salamanca^ ^Post 8vo, cJ. limp, 2s. €d. 

Hanky Panky : A Collection of 
Vt ry KasyTiicks.Vc'iy Difficult Tricks, 
Wh.to Magic, Sleight ot Hand, Ac. 
EililM by W. II. Crlmer. With 2 io 
lUv ts. Ci own ^ 0 , cloth extra, 4s. 61. 

Hardy (Lady Duffus). — Paul 
Wyntor’s Sacrifice ; A Story. By 
Ln(f> Di’irus Harl\. P. t 8 vo, illust. 
boiids, 2s 

Hardy (Thomas).— Under the 

Greenwood Tree. By Thomas Hardy, 
Auihor of "Far from the Madding 
CiowJ." Crown bvo, cloth extra, 
3s 6(1. , post 8 VO . illu i>tra tcd bds^2s 

Haweis (Mrs. H. R.), Works by : 
The Art of Drees. With numerous 
Illustrations, Suiall 8vo, illustrated 
cover, Is , cloth limp, Is. 6d 
The Art of Beauty. New and Cheaper 
LdiUon. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
with Coloured Frontispiece and 11- 
lustiations, 6s 

The Art of Decoration. Square 8vo, 
handsouii'l> bound and piofusely 
Illustrated, lOs 6d. 

Chaucer for Children: A Golden 
Key. With Eight Coloured Pictures 
and numerous Woodcuts. New 
Edition, <^mall cloth extra, 6s. 
Chaucer for Schools. Demy 6vo, 
cloth limp , 2 b. 6d.. 

Hawols (Rev. H. R.).— American 

Humorists. Including Washington 
Irvinq, Oliver Wendell Holmes, 
James Russell Lowill, Artemus 
WARD, Mark Twain, and Bret Hartf. 
By the Rev. H. R. Haweis, M.A. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
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Hawthorne (Julian), Nevele by. 
Crown 3vo, cloth extra, 3a. 6d. each ; 
po^t 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Garth. I ‘Sebastian Stroma. 

Ellice Quentin. I Dust. 

Prince Saroni's Wife. 

Fortune's Fool. 

Beatrix Randolph. 

Mrs. Gainsborough's Diamonds 
FCfip. 8 VO, illustrated cover, ll. ; 
clotu extra, 2s 6d. 

Miss Cadogna. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
38 6 d . each. 

IMPORTANT NEW BIOGRAPHY. 

Hawthorne (Nathaniel) and 

his Wife By Julian Hawihorne. 
With 6 Siet 1-plate Portraits, Two 
Vols , crown 8vo, cloth extra, 248. 

[Twenty-hJi^ copies of an Edition de 
Luxt^ printed on the best hand-made 
paper, large 8vo size, and with India 
proofs of the lUastratioiis, are reserved 
for sale »n England, price 48a. per set. 
Immediate appliratton should be made 
by anyone deainng a copy of this 
social and very limited Edition,] 

Hays.— Women of the Day: A 

Biographical Dictionruy of Notable 
Conleinporarirs. By Frances Hays. 
_C£Own 8v q, cloth ext ra, 6a^ 

Heath (F. G.), — My Garden 
wild, and What I Grew There. By 
Francis Gborgb Hkath, Author of 
*• The Frm World,*' &c. Crown 8vo, 
cl. ex , 5 b ; cl. gilt, gilt edges, 6a 

Helps (Sir Arthur), Works by . 

Animals and their Masters. Post 
8vo, cloth huip, 28. 6d. 

Social Pressure. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 
28. 6d 

Ivan de BIron : A Novel. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra. 38 6d.; post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 2 b. 

Heptalogia (The) ; or, The 
Seven against Sense. A Cap with 
Seven Belh. Ci. 8vo, cloth e^tra, 6s. 

Herbert.— The Foems of Lord 

Herbert of Cherbury. Edited, with 
Introduction, by f. (Jhurton Collins. 
Crown 8vo, bound in parchment, 88. 

'iTerrlck's (Robert) Hesperides, 

Noble NtirubcTs, and Complete Col- 
lected Poems. With Mcmonal-Intio- 
dnetion and Notes by the Rev. A. B. 
Grosart, D D., Steel Portrait, Index 
of First Linos, and Glossarial Index, 
&c. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 18 b. » 


Hene • Wartegg (Chevalier 

Ernst von), Works by : 

Tunis: The lAod and the People. 
With 22 Illustrations. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 3a. 6d 

The New South West : Travelling 
Sketches from Kansas, New Mexico, 
Aiixona, and Northern Mexico, 
With too hne Illustradlona and Three 
Maps. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 
14a. [In pieparation. 

Hindley (Charles), Works by : 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8S 6d. eadi. 
Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings: In* 
eluding the Origin of Signs, and 
Reminiscences connected Vi^itti 
Taverns. Coffee Houses, Clubs, &c. 
With IlUistr.itions 

The Life and Adventures of a Cheap 
Jack. By One of the Fraternity, 
Edited by Charlrb Hindlly. 

Hoey.— The Lover's Creed. 
By Mrs. Casiifl Hoey. With t 2 Ulus* 
trations by P. MacNab. Throe Vols., 
crown Bvo, 315 6rf. 


Holmes (O. Wendell), Works by: 
The Autocrat of the Breakfast- 
Table Illustrated by J Gordon 
TnoMbON, Po*.! 8vo, cloth litiip 
28 6d , anotbrr Edition in smaller 
type, vMth an Intioductiou by G. A. 
Sala. Post bvo, cloth limp, 

The Professor at ths Breakfast- 
Table ; wiili the Story of Ins, Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 28. 

Holmes. — The Science of 

Voice Production and Voice Preser- 
vation. A Popular Manual for the 
Use of Speakers and Singers. By 
Gordon IIoLMhs, M.D. With Illus' 
trations. Crown Svo, Is ; cloth, l8. 6d. 

Hood (Thomas): 

Hood’s Choice Works, in Prose and 
Verse. Including the Cream of the 
Comic Annuals. With Life of the 
Author, Portrait, and xoo Illustra- 
tions. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 7s. 6(1. 
Hood’s Whims and Oddities. Com- 
plete. With all the otigiaal Illus- 
tration s. Post Svo, cloth limp, 28 

Hood (Tom), Works by; 

Fyom Nowhere to the North Pole: 
A Noah’s Arkmological Narrative, 
With 25 Illustrations by W. Brun- 
TON and E. C. Barnes. Square 
crown Svo, cloth exit a, gilt edges, 6^. 
A Golden Heart; A Novel. Post Svo, 
illustrated boards, 2i, 
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Hook’s (Theodope) Choice Hu- 

mopous Works, including his Ludi< 
crous Adventiii I'S.Bcms Mots. Puns and 
Hoaxes. With a Netv Life of the 
Author, Poi traits, Pacbiiniks, and 4 
lUusts. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, >^lt, 7a_^6d. 

Hooper — The House of Raby : 

A Novel. By Mrs. Gkopce Hooper. 
_Post 8vo, ilhv.tratcd boards, 28 

Horne. — Orion : An Epic Poem, 

in Three Books. By Kicharo Hkm- 
cibT Horne. With I’hoto^iaphic 
Portrait from a Medallion by Sum* 
MF.KS. Ten ill Edition, crown 8vo, 
cloth e\tr.i. 7a. _ 

Howell.—Conflicts of Capital 

and Labour, Historically and Eco- 
nomically considered • Being a His- 
tory and Review of the Ti.ide Hnious 
of Great Britain, showing their OniMii, 1 
Progress, Constitution, and Objt cts.m 
their Political, Social, £('otinuiic.il, 
and Industrial Aspects. B> (^1 okgr 
H owell. Ci. 8\o, cloth ektia, 7 b. Cd. 

Hugo. — The Hunchback of 
Notre Dame. By Victor Hugo. 
JPost _^o, illustrated bo irds, 2s _ 

Hunt.— Essays by Leigh Hunt. 

A Tale for a Chimney C(*rner, and 
othci Fu'cis, With Portrait and In- 
troduction by Edmund Ollilw. Post 
6vo, cloth limp, 2s 

Hunt (Mrs. Alfred), Novels by : 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, iilustiatcd boards, 2 b. each. 
Thornlcroft’a Model. 

The Leaden Casket. 

_ Self Condemned. 

Ingelow.— Fated to be Free : A 
Novel. By Jean Ingelow. Ciown 
8vo, cloth extia, Ss. 6d. , post tivo, 
illustr ated b oaids, 28 

Irish Wit and Humour, Songs 

of. Collected and Edited by A, pERrh- 
VAL Graves. Post 8vo, cl. limp, 28 6d. 

Irving (Washington), Works by: 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. each. 

Tales of a Traveller. 

Ta les of the Alhambra. 

Janvier.— Practical Keramics 

tor Students. By Cathi-rine A. 
jANvikR. Crown 8\o, cloth extra, 6 j>. 

Jay (Harriett), Novels by. Each 
crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d, ; or po&t 
8vQ, illii$traU>d boards, 28. 

The Dark Colleen. 

The Queen of Connaught. 


Jefferies (Richard), Works by : 

Nature near London. Crown 6vo, 
cloth extra, 6a. 

The Life of the Fialds. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, ^8, 

Jennings (H. J.), Works by : 
Curiosities of Criticism. Post 8vo, 
cloth Itiup, 2b Gd. . 

Lord Tennyson: A Biographical 
Sketch. With a Photogiaph-For- 
_ trait. Crow 8vo, c loth e xtra, 6s. _ 

Jennings (Hargrave). — The 

Rostcpuclans: Their Rites and Mys- 
teries. With Chapters on the Ancient 
Fire and Serpent Worshippers. By 
Hakgravb Jennings With Five full- 
page Plates and upwards of 300 Illus- 
trations. A New Edition, crown ttvo, 
cioih extra, 7 a 6 d. 

Jerrold (Tom), Wofiks by : 

The Garden that Paid the Rent. 

By Tom Jerrold. bcap 8vo, illns- 
trated covci, Is ; cloth limp. Is 6d. 
Household Horticulture: A Gossip 
about Floweis. fiy Tom and Jank 
Jerrold. Illustrated. PostUvo, Is. ; 
cloth. Is. Gd. 

Our Kitchon Garden: The Plants 
we Grow, and How we Cook Them. 
By Tom Jerrold. Post 8vo, l8. ; 
cloth lirnp, iB 6d. 

JeDse.— Scenes and Occupa- 
tions of a Country Life. By Edward 
Vo«tt bvo, cloth lim p, 2a 

Jones {Wm., F.S.A.), Works by : 

FtngerRIng Lore: Historical, Le- 
gendary, and Anecdotal With over 
200 Illii<;ts Cr. 8vo, cl extra, 7a. 6d. 
Credulities, Past and Present; in- 
cluding the .Sea and Seamen, Miners, 
Talismans, Word and Letter Divina- 
tion, Exoicising and Blessing of 
Animals, Birds, Eggs, Luck, See, 
With an Etched Frontispiece. Crown 
8\o, cloth extra, 78 6d 
Crowns and Coronations : A History 
rl Kegalia 111 all Tunes and Coun* 
tries. With One Hundred Illus- 
trations. Cr. 8 VO, cloth extra, 7a 6d. 

Jonson's (Ben) Works, With 

Notes Critical and Explanatory, and 
a Uingraphical Memoir by William 
GiI'FORd. Edited by Colonel Cun- 
ningham. Three Vols,, crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 18s ; o^eparatoly,68 each. 

Josephus, The CompleteWorka 

of. Translated by Whiston, Con- 
taining both *' Tho Anliqiiities of the 
Jews " and “ The Wars of the Jews.’* 
Two Vols., 8vo, with 52 lllustratioDa 
and Maps, cloth extra, gilt, 148. 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 


Kavanagh — The Pearf Foun- 
tain, and other Fairy Stories. By 
BRincFTand JtiLiA Kavanagh With 
T}iitt\ Illustiattonsby J. Morn Smith. 
Small Bvo, cloth gilt, Os 

Kempt.— Pencil and Palette: 

C hapt ers on Art and Artists. By Rouk rt 
Klm PT. Post o, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

Kingsley (Henry), Novels by: 

La^h crown Hvo, cloth extra. 39 6d.; 
01 post bso. illubtralod boaids, 23. 
O^shott Castle. | Number Seventeen 

Knight.--The Patient’s Vade 

Mecum : How to get most Benefit 
liuin Medical Ads ice. l<y W'illiam 
Kmohi, M.K.C S., and Lomard 
Knii.ht, L R.C.P. Ciown 8vo, Is.; 
_j^th,_l^. 6d. 

Lamb (Chivies): 

Mary and Charles Lamb: Their 
Poems, Lettti!r,aTid Keui.nns. With 
Ivpuuniscences and Notes by W. 
Cai’iw flAZLii r With Hancock’s 
P oitiait of the t-’savibt, Faesumh s 
of the TiUo-pagcb of the r.iro Fust 
Bditioiis of Lauih’s ami ( olendi'P’s 
Works, and nuuuious Dliistiations. 
Crown Uvo, cloth extra, lOs. 6d. 
Lamb's Complete Works, in Prose 
and Vt'iao, lepriiited fioni the Oii- 
V.dittoiis, with many Pieces 
hiiiieito unpublished. 1 din d, with 
Notes and Introducti'm, by K H. 
Shi PHtan. With Tv/o Porti.uts and 
Fai simile of Page of the. “ 1 .‘ « .>y on 
Roast Pig.’’ Cr.favo, cloth txlr.i,7J 6d. 
The Essays of Ella. Conipatc Ldi- 
non Pobt 6 VO, cloth extia, 2s. 
Poetry for Children, and Prince 
Dorus By Charlls Lamb. Care- 
tnlly ic'piiiiied troiu unique copies. 
Small Bvo, cloth c<\lia, Es. 

Little Essays: Skciclu's and Chirac- 

Ul3. By ClIAKLKS L/mu S» ItoUd 
fiorn his Letteis by Pruev Fira 
ULKALD Post bvo. Clutll llUlp, 2S. 6d. 


Lane’s Arabian Nights, &,c. : 

The Thousand and One Nights: 
c^>rainoiily c.illi d, in ];ni,iaiid, “ Thb 
Akabian NiGiris’ J-muciain- 
MfNTs” A New Translation fioin 
the Ai able, with copious Notes, by 
Howard Wiix'am Lani Illustiated 
by many liuiulrtd hugravings on 
Wood, fiom Original He signs by 
Wm. Harvky. a New Hdmon, from 
a Copy annotated by the Iranslator, 
edited by his Nephew, Ldward 
Stanley Poole. With a Preface by 
Stanley Lane-Poole. Ihree Vols., 
demy bvo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. each. 


Lank’s Arabian Nights, conhmed -^ 
Arabian Society In the Middle Agee: 
Stiidies,froiu “The Thousand and 
One Nights,” By Edward William 
. Lane, Author of “The Modem 
Eg) ptians,” &c. Edited by Stanley 
Lans-P6olb. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 6i. 


Lares and Penates; or. The 

B.4ckgiound of Life. By Florence 

Caddy. Crown 8 vo, clotn extia, 68. 

Larwood (Jacob), Works by: 

Tho story of the London Parke. 
W’lth lllustiations. Crown Bvo, cloth 
extia, 33 Gd. 

Clerical Anoedotee. Pr''t 8vo, cloth 
limp, 28 6d. 

Foronslo Anecdotes Pest 8vo, cloth 
hinp, 2s 6d. 

Theatrical Anecdotee. Post 8yo, cloth 
limp, 28 6d 


Leigh (Henry S.), Works by ; 

Carols of Cockayne. With numerous 
Illu^tiattuus. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 
2s 6d. 

Jeux d'Espi’lt. Collected and Edited 
by lli.si'i S. Leigh. Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 28. 6(1. 


Life in London ; or. The History 
ol Jc.ry H.iwlliuin and Corinthian 
Tom With rl'tt wlii>)e of Crl'ix- 
shank’s lliustiatious. in Colours, after 
the (>iiginalb. Ciown dvo, cloth extra, 
7s 6d 

Linton (E. L>nn), Works by : 
Post cloth limp, 2 b 6d. each. 
Witch Stories. 

The True Story of Joshua Davidson. 
Ourselves Essays on Womeu. 


Cl own 8 vo, cloth extra. 3s 6d each; post 
Svo, iliostrati'd boards, 2s. each, 
Patricia Kcmbalt. 

The Atonement of Learn Dundas. 
The World Weil Lost. 

Under which Lord P 
With a Silken Thread. 

The Rebel of the Family. 

" My Love 1 ” 
lone. 

Locks and Keys.— On the De- 
velopment and Distribution of Primi- 
tive Locks and Keys. By Lieut -Gen. 
PirT-Rivi.R9, F.R S, With numerous 
Illustrations. Demy 4to, half Rox- 
burghoj 1Gb. 
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Longfellow : 

Longfellow's Oompletft Prose Works. 
Jnpludmg “Outre Mer,** “Hyper- 
ion,” “ Kavanagb,** “ Tne Poets and 
Poetry ot Europe,^’ and “ Driltwood.*' 
With Portrait and Illnstrations by 
Valentine Hromley. Crown 6vo, 
cloth extra. 78. fid. 

Lonafellow’e Poetical Works. Care- 
fully Reprinted tiom the Ong ual 
Editions. With nunicious hne Illus- 
tratious on Stoel and Wood. Crown 
8vo, cloth extia. 7s fid. 


Long Life, Aida to: A Medical, 
Dietcti^ and General Guide m 
Health and Di‘?case. By N. E. 
Davire, L.RC.P. Ciown 8vo, 2a; 
cloth hinp, 2s. fid. 

Lucy.— Gideon Fleyce: A Novel. 

IJy IlKNRY W. Lucy. Crown 8vo, 
cl. cxtia.Ss fid ; post8vo,illust. bd’u.,2s. 

Lusiad (The) of Cannoens. 

Tianslatod into Enf/li*;!! Spenserian 
Verse by Rom rt I'l i-lnch Dtir. 
Demy 8vo, with Fourtoeu lull-page 
Plates, cloth boauls, 13d. 

McCarthy (Justin, M.P,), Works 

by: 

A History of Our Own Times, from 
the Accession ol Queen Victoria to 
the Genor.U Eloction ot i88o. Four 
Vols. demy 8vo, cloth extra, 12s. 
each.— AlbO a Foput Eoition, in 
Four Volt*, cr. bxo, cl. exlr.\, 6s each. 
A Short History of Our Own Times. 

One VoJ., crown bv<», cloth extia, 63. 
Hlatopy of the Four Georges. Four 
Vols. detny 8\o, cloth extra, 128. 
each. tVol. I. iwu,’ njJjf 

Crown 8vo, cloth cxti a, 38. fid. each ; 
post 8vo, ilhibtiatcd boards, 2 b. each. 

Dear Lady Disdain. 

The Watcrdalfl Neighbours. 

My Enemy's Daughter. 

A Fair Saxon. 

LInley Rochford 

Miss Misanthrope. 

Donna Quixote. 

The Comet of a Season. 

Maid of Athena. 

McCarthy (Justin H., M.P.), 

Works by: 

An Outllnoof the History of Ireland. 
Ironi the Earliest Timcb to the Pre- 
sent Day. Cr.Svo, Is. ; cloth, Is fid 
England under Gladstone. Ciown 
Bvt), cloth extiJ* 6 b. 


MacDonald (George, LL.D.), 
Works by : 

The Princess and Curdle. With ix 
lllusttationii hyUtrUs Allen. Small 
crown 8vo, cloth exiiA, Gb. 
Guttapercha WPIte, the Working 
Genius. With g Illustrations by 
Arthur Satuire b\o, cloth 

extia, 3b. fid. 

Paul Faber, Surgeon. With a Fron- 
tisiiiei’p by J. L. Millais, Crown 
8 vo. cloth extra, 38. fid.; post 8vo, 
illustiJtfd boards, 2a, 

Thomas V/Ingfold, Curate. With a 
Frontispiece by C J. Stanjland. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8a fid. ; post 
8vo, illustrated bo.Trds, 28. 

MacdonelK— Quaker Cousins: 
A Novel. By Aonks Macdonell 
C rown 8 VO, cloth extra^y^. fid.; post 
8\o, illustrated boaids, 2B. 

Maegregor. — Pastimes ano 

Players Notes on Popular Games, 
By Robkiit MAruRKGOR. Post 8vo, 
cloth l'*np, 2 b Gd. 


Macllse Portrait-Gallery (The; 

of (liustrious Literary Characters; 
with Mcinoit'.— Ihogtaphical, CTiiioal, 
lJibl*o<’»,ip!iit al, and Anecd. ‘al --illua- 
tiativvid the Literature ot the former 
h.ill ol tlif' Piesriit Century, By 
William Bati s, B A. With 85 Por- 
ti ails printed 011 an India Tint. Crown 
>*vo, cloth «'Alra, 78. fid. 


Macquold (Mrs.), Works by: 

In the Ardennes With 50 fine Illus- 
trations by iHOMAS R. Macploid. 
Square 8vo, cloth extra, lOs. fid. 

Pictures and Legends from Nor- 
mandy and Brittany. With nuiner- 
ous Illustrations by Thomas R, 
MArpuoio. Square 8vo, cloth gilt, 

103. O'd 

Through Normandy With 90 Illus- 
trations by r. R Macquoid. Squaio 
f vu, ( loth extra, 73 Cd, 

Through Brittany. With numerous 
Illustrations by T. R, MAfQUOiD, 
Sqiiaip bvo, clotli extra, 78. fid. 

Aooiit Yorkshire. With 67 Illustra-* 
tions by T. R. Macquoid, Engraved 
by bWAiN. Sqii.iie 8vo, cloth extra, 
lOb fid 

Tho Evil Eye, and other Stories. 
Ciown Hvo, cifith extra, 3s. fid., post 
Bvo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Lost Rose, and other Stories. Crown 
Bvo, cloth extra, 3s. fid. ; post fivo, 
illustrated boards* **8, 



BOOKS PVBUSHED BY 


i6 


Mackay.— Interludes and Un- 

deiPtonea : or, Mosic at Twilight. By 
Charles Mackay. LL.D. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, Ssr 


Lanlern (The), and its 
Matiageineiit : including Full Prac- 
ticgj Directions for producing the 
Limeli&ht, making Oxygen Gas, and 
preparing Lantnn SUdus. By T. C. 
Hepwokth. With to Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, li ; cloth, Ig. 6d. _ 


Magician’s Own Book fThe\; 

Peiiomi.'iuces with Cups ana Balls, 
I'.ggs, Hats, Handkerchiefs, &c. All 
firm actual Experience. Edited by 
W. H. Ceembr. Withxuo Illustrations. 
C rown 8vo, cloth rxtia, 43 6d 


Magic No Mystery : Tricks with 
Cards, Dice, Balls &c., v.Mh fully 
descriptive, Directions; the Art of 
Secret Writing; Training of rertorm- 
lug Animals, Sic With Coloured 
F'rontispiece and many Illustiationa. 
Crown 8vOi cloth e^tra, ^ Cd. 

Magna Charta. An exact Fac. 
simile of the Original in the Htidsh 
Museum, printed on fine plate paper, 
3 feet by 2 tcot, with Arins and Seals 
emblazoned m Gold and Colours. 
Price 6 bu 


Mallook (W. H,), Works by : 

The New Republic; or, Culture, Faith 
and Philosophy in an English Country 
House. Post 8\o,cliJtli limp, 28. Gd ; 
Cheap Edition, illustTatcd boards, 2s. 
The New Paul and Virginia , or, Posi- 
tivism on an Island. Post 8vo, cloth 
litnp, 28 6d. 

Poems. Small 410. bound in parch- 
ment, Bb, 

Is Life worth Living? Crown 8vo, 
cloth extia, 68 _ 

Mallory’S j’Sir Thomas) Mort 
d Arthur: The Stones ot King Arthur 
and of the Kmchts of the Roiiiid Table. 
Edit< d by B. MoNTOOMtiHiit. Kahkino. 
Post K vo, cloth limp. 2s _ ^ 

Marlowe’s Works. Including 

his Translations Edited, with Notes 
and Introduction, by Cr], Cunning- 
ham. Croiwn bvo, cloth cxtia, Ca. 


Marryat (Florence). Novels by: 
Crown 8vo, cloth uxtr.i, 3s, 6d t acli ; 01, 
post 8vo, illustrated boa^ils, 2 b. 

Open I Se?nmo ! 

Written in F!ro. 


Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
A Harvest of Wild OaU. 

A Little Stepson. 

Fighting the Air. 


Mastepman.*-Half a Dozen 

Daughtere; A Novel. By I.Mabtvb^ 
MAN. Post 8vo, illustrated DtiordBjje* ^ 

Mark Twain, Work* by: 

The Choioe Works of Mark Twain. 
Revised and Corrected throughout by 
the Author. With Life, Portrait, and 
numerous Illustrations. CiowA Bvo, 
cloth extra, 7S. 6d. 

The Adventures of Tom Sawyer. 
With XIX Illustrations. Crown evo, 
cloth extra, 7b. 6d. 

V Alto a Cheap Edition, port #vo, 
illu.<itrdted boaids. 2b. 

An idle Exour8lon,aDd other Sketches. 

Post Bvo, illustrated bodfds, 28. 

The Prince and the Pauper. With 
nearly aoo Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7b. 6d. 

The Innocents Abroad ; or, The New 
Ihlgrim's Progress . Being some Ac- 
count of the Steamship '* Quaker 
City’s” Pleasuie Excursion to 
Europe and the Holy Land. With 
*34 Illu'^'.ratious. Ciown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 7s bd Cpeap Kpition (under 
the title oi” Mark TWAIN’s Plrabukb 
Trie •’), post 8vo, illust boards, 2b. 
Roughing It, and The In.iocente at 
Home. With aoo Illustrations by 
F. A. FRAVtR,’ Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 73 6d. 

The Gilded Age. By Mark Twain 
and C'HARr.bs Dujiley Warner. 
With aT2 Illustrations by T CorriN. 
Clown bvo, cloth extra, 7b 6d. 

A Tramp Abroad With 514 Illustra- 
tions Crown bvo, cloth extra, 7b. 6d.; 
Post 8vo, illustiated boards. 28. 

The Stolen White Elephant, Ac. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extr.!, Ca. ; post Bvo, 
i1lu«;tr.iied bci.-irds, 2s 
Life on the Mleslselppt. Witbabout 
300 Oriftinal Illustrations. Crown 
Rvo, cloth cxtia, 7 b 6d. 

The Adventures of Huckleberry 
Finn With 174 IIlustr.itions by 
E. W. Kemule. Crown 8v6, cloth 
extra, 7b 6d _ _ 

Massinger's Plays. From the 
Text of William Gifford. Edited 
by Col. Cunningham. Crown Bvo, 
Cloth extra, 68. __ _ 

Mayhew.—Londbn Cha'rabt^s 

and the Humorous Side of London 
Life. By IIf.niiy Mathew. With 
numerous Illu'^trations. Crown 8\o, 
cloth f'Xtra^Ss 6d. 

Mayfair Library^ t'H^ 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28 6d. per Volume. 

A Journey Round My Room. By 
Xavii'r rv Mairthe, Translated 
by Hi NRY Attwell. , 

Latter Day Lyrics. Edited by W» 
Davenport Adams* 
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Mawaiii Libkary, 

QutpB Bnd Quiddities. Selected bj 
W. Davenrort Adams. 

The Ageny Column of "The Times ” 
from itjkx) to iliTo. Edited, with an 
lt.ti eduction, by Alice Clay. 
Balzac’s "Comedie Humalne" and 
its Author. Wub Translations by 
H n. Walker. 

Melancholy Anatomised: A Popular 
Abrid^nient of " Burton’s Anatomy 
of Mcitincboly ** 

Gastpononrty as a Fine Art. By 

Brillat-S^varin 

The Speeches of Charles Dickens. 
Literary Frivolities, Fancies, Follies, 
and Frolics, lt> W. T, Don.soM, 
Poetical ingenuities and Eccentrlcl* 
lies. Selected and Edited by W. T. 
I lon'^oN. 

Tho Cupboard Papers. By Fin-Bec. 
Original Plays by W. S. Cii.bfbt. 

SicKihs. Containint; : The 
Uicked World — ^Rtiialioii and 
Grtldtea— Charity — Th.- Princess— 
The Palace oi Tiuth— Trial by Jury. 
Original Plays by W. S Giliu rt. 
Sj.rc»M) SJ'Kii s Conl.i’miig Diokcn 
lleaits — Enuru'etl — SwofMhoarts— 
Git'll hen—lMn'l Druce — 'loin C obb 
— H.M S. Pirulorr — The Soiceicr 
--'I he Piiitlt "i oi Ponrance, 

Songs of Irish Wit and Humour. 
Cc^lt clod and fidited by A. Perceval 

CiKAVt-S. 

Animals and their Masters. By Sir 
Akthi k Hi Lr.s, 

Social Prt ssure By Sir A Hfci’s. 
Curiosities of Cr.ticism, By Henry 
J. ff'JNINoS 

The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table. 
By (Jen EK Wemu ll Hoi mp,s. II- 
luRtrah'd by J Goroon Thomson. 
pencil and Palette. By Robert 
IvKMR r 

LIttie Essays * Sketches and Charac- 
ters, By C11/.S. Lamb. Selected from 
hiB Letters by Pkhcy FnzGFRALD. 
Clerical Anecdotes. By Jacob Lar- 
wood 

Forensic Anecdotes; or, Ilumour and 
CuriobitK'S ol tile L.iw and Men ol 
Law By Jacob Larwood. 
Theatrical Anecdotes By Jacob 
Larwood 

Carols of Cockayne By Henry S. 
Leigh, 

Jeux d'EaprIt. Edited by Henry S. 
Leigh. 

True History of Joshua Davidson, 
By E. I.VNN Linton. 

Witch Stories. By E. Lynn Linton. 
Ourselves: Essays on Women. By 
E. Lynn Linton. 

Pastli¥»M and Players. By Robert 
Maccrboob. 


Mayfair Library, conUttMed-^ 

The New Paul and Vlfilnla. By 
W. H. Mallocr, (lock. 

The New Republic. ByW.H. Mal- 
Puok on Pegaeua By H.Chouionvb- 
lby-Pennkll. 

Pegasus Re-^Saddled. By H. Chol* 
mondelev-Pennri.l. lUustnted by 
GbokoB'Di; Maurier. 

Muses of Mayfair. Edited by H 
Cholmondblky-Pennell. 

Thoreau : His Life and Aims. By 
H. A. Page. 

Punlana. By the Hon. Hugh Rowlev. 
More Punlana. By the Hoii. Hugh 
Rowlky. 

The Philosophy of Handwriting. By 
Dos Fflix de Salamanca. 

By Stream and Sea. By William 
Senior. [Thormbur\. 

Old Stories Retold. By Walter 
Leaves from a Naturalist's Note- 
Book. By Dr. An ore w Wils on. 

Medicir^ Family.— One Thon- 
SAnd Medical Mazims and Surgical 
Hints, for Inhincy, Adult Life, Middle 
Akc, and Old Age, By N. E. Daviks, 
L»K C P .Lond_ Cr. 8vo, l l.; cl., il. 6d. 

iWerry Circle (The); A Book of 

New Intellectual Games and Amuse- 
ments. By Clara Bctt.pw% With 
nuinuious llIi]'.trations* Crown (ivo, 
cloth e\tta, 4s 6d. 

Mexican "^Mustang (On a)! 
Through Texas, Irom the Gulf to the 
Rio Grande A New Book of Ameri- 
can lluuiULir. By Alee. E. Sweet and 
I Armoy Knox, Editors of “Texas 
Siftings ” ci'j Jllusts. Cr. 8vo, cloth 
_ extr.i, 78 6d. 

Middlemass (Jean), Novels by: 
Touch and Co. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 33 6d , postbvo, illust. bdh . 28. 
Mr Dorilllori. Post8vo,illu<^.bds., 2 b. 
Miller. — Physiology" for the 

Young, or, The House of Life; Hu- 
man Pbywology, with it«j appl Ration 
to the f'lesci vation of Healtii. For 
UNO m Cl I'Scs and Popular Reading. 
With nuineron«5 Illu«ttr.TtionN. Fly Mm. 
F. Ffnwu k Miller. Small 8vo, cloth 
limp, 28 6d 

Milton (J. L.), Works by 7 
The Hygiene of the Skin. A Concise 
Set ot Rules foi the Management of 
the Skin ; with Directions for Diet, 
Wnu'.s, Soaps, Baths, &.C. Small 8vo, 
1b. ; cloth extra, IB. Gd. 

The Bath In Dlaeasea of the Skin. 

Small iivo, la. ; cloth extra, l8. Sd. 
The Laws of Life, and tiieir Relatioa 
to Diseases of the Skin. Small 8to. 
l«.i doth extra, I*. S4. ‘ 
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Monorleff. — The Abdication ; 

or, Tim« Tries All. An Historical 
Drama. By W. D* Scott-Moncrikff. 
With Seven Etchings by John Pettie, 
R.A., W. Q. Orchardson, R A., J. 
MacWhirter, A R.A , Colin Hunter, 
R. MACSSTH.and Tom Graham. Large 
4to, bound i n buckram, 21a. 

Murray (b. Christie), Noveis 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, SB 6d. each ; 
postSvo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

A Life’s Atonement. 

A Model Father. 

Joseph’s Coat. 

Coats of Fire. 

By the Gate of the Sea. 

Vat Strange. 

Hearts. 

Crown 8 vo, cloth extra, $8. 6d. each. 
The Way of the World. 

A Bit of Hu man Nature. 

North Italian Folk. By Mrs. 

COMYNS Carr, lllust. by Randolph 
Caldecott. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 
jrajd; 

Number Nip (Stories about), 
the Spirit ot the Giant Monutains. 
Retold lor Children by Walif.r 
Grahams. With Illustrations by J, 
Moyr Smith. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 
fis. _ 

Nursery Hints: A Mother’s 
Guide in Health and Dr ease. By N. 
E. Davies, L K.C P. Crown 8vo, Is. ; 
cloth, Is 6d. 

Ollphant. — Whiteladies: A 

Novel. With Illustrations by Arthur 
Hopkins and Henry Woods. Crown 
b\o, cloth extra, 8 f. 6d. ; post bvo, 
il lustra ted Iwards, 2 b^ 

O’Connor.— Lord Beaconsfleld 
A Biography. By T. P. O’Connor, M.P. 
Sixth Edition, with a New Preface, 
bringing the work down to the Death 
of Lord Bcaconsheld, Crown bvo, 
cloth extra, 7 b 6d. 

b^Reiliy.— Phoebe’s Fortunes: 

A Novel. With Illustration'i by Henry 
Tuck. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2 b. 

O'Shaughnessy (Arth.), Works 
by: 

Songs ot a Worker. Fcap. 8vo, cloth 
extra, 78 6d. 

Muelo and Moonlight. Fcap. Svo, 
cloth extra, 7 b. 6d, 

Layo of Franco. Crown 8ro, cloth 
eitn, lOi. 6d. 


Ouida, Novels by. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, ftl. each ; post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, each. 

Held In Bondage. Pascaret. 
Strathmore. SIgna. 

Chandos. In a Winter City. 

Under Two Flags. Ariadne. 

Cecil Castle- Friendship. 

malne’s Gage. Moths. 

Idallo. Pipistrelle 

Tricotrin. A Village Corn- 

Puck. mune. 

Folle Farine. Bimbl. 
TwoLIttloWooden In Maremma. 

Shoe.. Wanda. 

A Dos of Flandeea. I Frescoes. 


BImbI: Pkfsentation Edition. Sq. 
bvo, cloth gilt, cinnamon edges, 
78. Gd. 

Princess Napraxine. New and 
Clit-aiK-r Edition. Crown b\o, cloth 
extia, 5s. 

Wisdom, Wll, and Pathos. Selected 
trom the Wuika oi Ouida by F, 
Sydney Moruis, Small ciownSvo, 
cluUi 5s. 

Page (H. A.), Works by : 

Thoroau : His I.ifr and Aims • A Study, 
With a Portrait. Po-»t 8vo, cloth 
limp, 2 b. 6d. 

Lights on the Way : Some Tales with- 
in a Tale. By the lute J. H. Alex- 
ander, B,A. Edited by H A. Page 
Crown 8io, clot'll cxlia, 6a. 

Pascal’s Provincial Letters. A 

New Translation, with Histori(.al In- 
trort’iction aud Notes, by T. M’Crie, 
D.D Post bvo, cloth limp, 23. 

Patient’s (The) Vade Mecum: 
How to get most Benefit from Medi- 
cal Advice. By William Knight, 
M.R.C S., and Edward Knight, 
L.R C.P. Clown 8vo, Is ; cloth. Is 

Paul Ferrolf: 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Paul Forroll : A Novel. 

Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wife. 

Paul.— Gentle and Simple. By 

Margaret Agnes Paul. With a 
Frontispiece by Helen Paterson. 
Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 3 b, 6d. ; post 8vo. 
illustrated boards, 
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Payn (James), Novels by- 

Crown 8vo, clclti extra, 3 b 6d. each ; 
post Bvo, illustrated boaids, 2 b. each. 
Lost Sip Masslngbopd. 

The Best of Husbande. 

Walter’s Word. 

Hal VOS. I Fallen Fortunes. 

What Ho Cost Her. 

Less Black than we’re Painted. 

By Proxy. i High Spirits. 

Under One Roof | Carlyon’e Year. 
A Confidential Agent. 

Some Private Views 
A Grape from a Thorn. 

For Cash Only | From Exile. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

A Perfect Treasure. 

Bcntinck’s Tutor. 

Murphy’s Master. 

A County Family. 

At Her Mercy. 

A Woman’s Vengeance. 

Cecil’s Tryst. 

The ClyfTards of ClyfTo. 

The Family Scapegrace 
The Foster Brothers 
Found Dpad. 

G\«/eiidoilno’a Harvest 
Humorous Stories. 

Like Father, Like Son. 

A Marino Residence 
Married Beneath Him. 

Mirk Abbey. 

Not Wooed, but Won. 

Two Hundred Pounds Reward. 

Kit; A Mruiuiy. 

The Canon’s Ward. 


In Peril and Privation* A Book for 
J’.oyb. Wuh Duuieiou*. 
lious. Ciowu ttvo, 6s. 

Pennell (H. Cholmondeley), 

Works by: Post bvo, cluth huip, 
2s. 6d. each 

Puck on Pegasus. With Illustrations. 
The Muses of Mayfair. Vers de 
.Socidt^, bclected and Bdited by H. 
C PkNNLLL. 

Pegasus Ro-Saddidd. With Ten lull- 
page lllusts. by G. Du Maurikr. 

Phelps.— Beyond the Gates. 
By Eluablth Stuart Phelps, 
Author of “ The Gates Ajar.” Crown 
9vo, cloth extra, 2s. 6d. 


Plrkis (Mrs. C. L.) Novels by ; . 

Trooping with .C»'Owb. Fcap. Bvo, 
piCtuie cover, Is 

Lady Lovelace, llrrce Vols., cr. 8vo, 



Planche (J. R.), Works by: 

The Cyolopeedia of Costume ; or, 

A Dictionary of Dress-Regal, Ec- 
clesiastical, Civil, and Military— from 
the Dai lit’ St Period in England to the 
Reigu of George the Third. Includ- 
ing Notices of Contemporaneous 
Fashions on the Continent, and a 
Gt’ner.’il History of the Costumes of 
the Principal Countries of Europe. 
Two Voh , demy 4to, half moiocco 
piulusely lllustiatcd with Coloured 
and Plain Plates and Woodcuts, 
£7 7s. The Vols may also be had 
seftiitafely (each complete in itself) 
at £3 13s. 6d. each : Vol I. Thh 
Dictionary. Vol. 11. A General 

lIlSTORV OF CosrUMK IN EUROPK. 

The Pursuivant of Arms ; or, Her- 
aldiy i’ouuded upon Facts. With 
Cniouttd Fronlispiere and aoo IIliis- 
trutjoiis. CT 8 VO, doth extra, 7s. 6d. 
Soi>gs and Poems, fiom 1819 to 18-9. 
Doi'i^d, with au Introduction, by las 
Diujiter, Mrs Mackarness. Crown 
_8vo doth extr.i, 6a. 

Play*time- vSayinps and Doings 
of B.il)>-land. By E STANroRD, Larj'e 
4fo, handMMiiely printed in Colours. 58. 

Plutarch's Lives of Illustrious 

Men. Tianslated from the Greek, 
with Note s LntiCdl and Historical, and 
a Lite ol Plutarch, by John and 
William I.anghornr. Two Vols., 
Bvo, cloth cxtia, with Portraits, 108. 61. 

Poe (Edgar Alfan) 

The Choice Works, in Prose and 
Poetry, of Edgkk Allan Poe. With 
an Introductory Essay by Charles 
Baldelaire, Poi trait and Far- 
sinulos. Cxown Bvo, cl. extra, 7s 6(1. 
The Mystery of Marls Roget. and 
othei Slones Post Bvo, illust.b(ls.,2a. 

Pope’s f^etlcal Works. Com- 

pli'te i^Onc Vol Post Svq, cl^Iimi», 2a. 

Power— Phiiistia; A Novel. By 
Cfcc iL Power, Three Vols., cr. 8vo, 
31s. GJ. 

Price (E. C.), Novels by: 

Clown Bvo, cloth extra, 38. 6d.; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Valentino. | The Forelgnere. 
Mrs. Lancaster’s Rival. 

Gerald. Three Vols., cr. Bvo, jis. 6d. 
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Proctor (Richd. A.), Works by ; 

Flower^ of the Sky. With 55 IDasts. 

Small crown bvo, cloth extra, 48 . fid. 
Easy Star Lessons. With Star Maps 
for Kvery Night tii the Ytur, Draw- 
ings ot the Constellations, &c. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8s. 

Familiar Science Studies. Crown 
five, cloth extia, 7 s fid. 

Rough Ways made Smooth : A 
Seties of Familial Essays on Scif^n> 
tihc Suhiects. Cr 8vo, cloth i^xtra.Gs. 
Our Place among Infinities: A Serif s 
of Essays contrasting our Little 
Abode in Space and Tune with the 
Infinities Around us, C'rown 8vo, 
Cloth extra, fis. 

The Expanse of Heaven * A Series 
of Essays on the Wonders of the 
Firmament. Cr. 8vo, cloth extia, fis. 
Saturn and Its System New and 
Revised Edit ion, with 13 Steel Plates. 
Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 10 a fid. 

The Great Pyramid : Observatory, 
Tomb, and Teniple. With Illus- 
trations. Ctown 8vo, cloth extra, 68 
Mysteries of Time and Space With 
lllusts. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 78 . fid. 
The Universe of Suns, and other 
Science Gleanings. With numerous 
lllusts. Cr. 8vq, cloth extra, 7 b. fid 
Wages and Wants of Science 
Workers. Crown bvo. Is fid. 

Pyrotechnlst’sT reasupy(The); 

or, Coini»lc'te Art of Makini:’ Fiicwoiks. 
By Thomas Keni'Ksh, With nuiuoious 
Illustra ti ons Ci bvo , cl ext ra, 4 a. fid. 

Rabelais’ Works. I'auhfuHy 

Translated from the French, with 
variorum Notes, and numerous cbarac- 
tenstic Illustrations by Gjstave 
DoRli. Clown 8vo, cloth extra, 78 fid. 

Rambosson.— Popular Astro- 
nomy. By J, Kamkosson, Laureate 
of the Institute of France, Trans- 
lated by C B. i’liMAN. Crown 8vo, 
cloth gut, with numerous Illustrations, 
and a beautiiully executed Chart of 
Spectra, 7 a. fid. _ 

Reader’s Handbook (The) of 

Allusions. References, Plots, and 
Stories. By the Rev. Dr. Bke\v>r. 
Fourth Edition, revi<'.ed throughout, 
with a New Appendix, conta.ning a 
Complete English IJiuliookai-hy. 
Cr. bvo, 1,400 pa^s, cloth e xtra, 78 . fid. 

Richardson. — A Ministry of 
Health, and other Papers. By Ben- 
jamin Ward Richardson, M.D., &c. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, fis. 


Reade (Charles, D.C.L.), Novels 

by. Post fivQ, illust., bds., 28 . each ; 
orcr, Svo, cl. ex., illust..28. fid. each. 

Peg Woffington. Illustrated by S. L. 
FiLOhs, A K.A. 

Christie Johnstone. Illostrated by 
William Small. 

It is Never Too Late to Mend. 11 * 
lustrated by G. J. Pinwjsll. 

The Course of True Love Never did 
run Smooth. Illustrated by JIblkn 
Paterson. 

The Autobiography of a Thief; Jack 
of all Trades; and James Lambert. 
Illustrated by Matt Stretch. 

Love me Little, Love mo Long. Il- 
lustrated by M. Ellen Kdwarus. 

The Double Marriage. Illust. by Sir 
JohnGilbi hi, K A ,and C. Keene. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. Il- 
lustrated by CllARLLS Ki'KNK. 

Hard Cash. Illusl. by F. W. Lawson. 

Griffith Gaunt. Illustrated by S. L, 
Fill'es, A.R A., and Wm. Small. 

Foul Play. Illust. by Du Malripr. 

Put Yourself In His Place. Ilius- 
tratCii by Robert Bsknes 

A Terrible Temptation. lllaEtialed 
byEnw HronitsandA W. roopEK. 

The Wandering Heir. Illiistra* d by 
II. Paterson, S. L. Fildes, A R A., 
C. GRtEN, and H. Woods, A.R A. 

A Simpleton. Illustrated by Katb 
Crali<ord. 

A Woman Hater. Illustrated by 
ThOS CourDfRY. 

Rcadlana. With a Steel-plate Portrait 
of ClKRLFS RfaDF. 

Singlehcart and Doubicface: A 
Mattjr-ol-lact Romance. Illustrated 
by P. MacNab. 

Good Stones of Mon and other 
Animals lllu-.f.itod by H. A. Abbly, 
PfcRCY Mac a!MrD,and]osKi-H Nash. 

The Jilt, and urlirrStoncs. lllustratiid 
by JosEPii Nash, 


Riddell (Mrs. J. H.), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3 s. fid each ; 
post tivo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Her Mother’s Darling. 

The Prince of Wales’s Garden Party. 
Weird Stories. 

The Uninhabited House. 

Fairy Water. 


Rlmmer (Alfred), Works by : 
Our Old Country Towns, With over 
SO lllusts. Sq. 8vn, cloth gilt, lOs fid. 
Rambles Round Eton and Harrow. 

50 lllusts Sq 8vo (>)th gilt, lOs fid. 
About England with Dickens. With 
xSlllusts.byALPRBDRiMMKR andC. A. 
Vanderhoof. Sq.8vo,c1.gilt,10i.6d 
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ftoblnaon (F. W.), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo» cloth extra, SB« €d. ; post 
8 VO, illustrated boaids, 2 m. 

Women are Strange. 

The Hands of Justice. 

Robinson (Phil), Works by: 

The Poets' Birds. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 7 s 6d 

The Poets’ Beasts. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 7 s. 6d 

Robinson Crusoe: A beautiful 
reproduction of Ma)or’s Edition, with 
^ Woodcuts and Two Steel Plates bv 
Gkorgb Cruikshank, choicelv piiuled. 
Crown 8vo, cloth exiia, 7 a 6a. A few 
Large'Pa per copies, punted on hand* 
made p>iper, with India proofs of the 
Illustrations, pnee 36 s 

Rochefoucauld's Maxims and 

Moral Reflections. Witli Notes, and 
an lutioductory Essay by Saimk* 
Eeuvb. Post 8\o, cloth hiiip, 28 . 

RoirofBaftiiTAbbeyTTheT or, 
A l^t of the Principal Wariiois who 
canft over fiotn Noimaudy with Wd- 
liam tlie Conqueror, and Sfttlcd in 
this Country, A.n 1066-7. With the 
principal Arms euiblaxoned in Gold 
and Colours. Handsomely printed, 6s. 

Rowley (Hon Hugh), Works by: 

Post 8vo, cloth liuip, 23 6d each. 
Punlana: Riddles and Jokes With 
niiuieious lIluMi.tuuns 
More Punlana Profusely Illustrated. 

Russell (W. Clark), Works by: 

Round the Gallcy-FIre Crown bvo, 
cloth extra, 6b ; post Bvo, illustrated 
boaids, 2s. 

On the Fo’k'sle Mead: A Colleriion 
ol Yams and bca Descriptions. 
Crown Bvo, cloth txtia, 6a. 

Sala.— Gaslight and Daylight. 

ISy Cforge Ai’oustlis Sala. J\ist 
Bvo, ilJusIrrtti d bo.ii(is, 25 

Sanson.— Seven Generations 

of Executioners M(.ni(}irs ol the 
Sanson bniiiily ti6:B to 1B47) 1 wii< d 

byHitNRYbANSON. Cr.Svo.cl c\ 33 . 6 d 

Saunders (John), Novels by: 

Crown Bvo, cloth extra, Ss 6d each ; 
{>051 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Bound to the Wheel 
One Ag'ilnst tho World. 

Guy Waterman. 

The Lion in the Path. 

The Two Dreamers 


Saunders (Katharine), Novels 

by: 

Crown Bvo, cloth extpa, 38 . 6d. each; 
po.st Bvo, illustrated boards, 28 . each 
Joan Merryweathep. 

Margaret and Elizabeth. 
Gideon's Rook. 

The High Mills. 

Crown Bvo, cloth cxiia. 38 6d. each. 
Heart Salva g e, | S ebastian. 

Science Gossip: Ad Illustrated 
Medium of InterchanKe for Students 
and Lovers of Nature Ediicd by J. E. 
Taylor, F L.S , &c. Devoted to Geo- 
loi;y, Botany, Physiology, Chemistry, 
Zoology, Microscopy, Tele?copy, Phy- 
fiiography, &c. Price 4 d. Monthly ; or 
68 per year, post free. Each Number 
contains a Colour^ Plate and numer- 
ous Woodcuts V%ls I. to XfV. may 
be had at 7 s 6d. each ; and Vols. X\ . 
to XX at 5 s. each. Cases for 

Binding, Is 6d. eacu. 

Scott's (Sir Walter) Marmion. 

An cntii ely New Edition of this famous 
and popular Poem, with over 100 new 
Illustrations by leading Artists. Ele- 
gautl7^and appropriately bound, small 
4to, cloth extra, 16 b. 

[The immediate success of “The 
Lady of the Lake," published m 1B8;, 
has encouraged Mcs<ir 9 ChaiTO ami 
WiNOus to bring out a Companion 
Edition of tins not less popular and 
t.rnious poem. Produced in tho aamo 
form, and with the same careful and 
ebihor.ite style of illustration, regard- 
less of co^t, Mr Anthony’s skilful 
supervision is snflicieut giiat-intee that 
the work is elegant and tasteful as well 
^sc^ineit.J 

“Secret Out" Series, The: 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, profusely Illus- 
trated, 4 fl 6d each. 

The Secret Out * One Thousand 
Tricks with Cards, and other Re- 
creations ; with Entertaining Experi- 
ments in Drawing-room or '* White 
M.at''C ” By VV. H. CRCVkR. 300 
Lngr.ivings. 

The Pypotcchnisl'e Treasury; or. 
Complete Alt ol Making Fire worKi:. 
By Thomas Krntish. With numer- 
ous Illustiationb. 

The Art of Amusing : A Collection of 
Graceful Arts, Games, Tricks, Puzrles, 
and Cli.irades. By Frank Bkulkw. 
With 300 Illustrations. 

Hanky-Panky " Very Easy Tricks, 
Very Difficult Tricks, White Magic, 
Sleight of Hand. Edited by W. H, 
Ckkukr. With 800 lllustrationa. 
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Secret Out ” Sfries, continued^ 

The Merry Circle: A Book of New 
latiillectua.1 Games aud Amusements. 
By Clara Bellew. With many 
Illustratiotis. 

Ma^ician'e Own Book : Performances 
with Cups and Halls, hues, Hals. 
Handkerchiefs, &c. All troin artual 
Experience, Edited by W. II. Cue- 
KEK. 200 IlhiiitratKiiis. 

Magic No Mystery. Tricks with 
Cards, Dice, Halls, &.C , viith fully 
rlcsciiptjve Directions; the Art of 
Secret VViitinft; Training of Pei- 
fuiniing Animals, &c. With Co- 
loured Fioiilis. and many llliivj^ 

Senior (William), Works by . 
Travel and Trout In the Antipodes. 

Crown bvo, cloth e'llia, (iB 
By Stream and Sea. Post Hvo, cloth 
limp, 2s. 6(1 

Seven Sagas (The) of Prehis- 
toric Man. IlyjAMi'S H SrooDAKT, 
Author ol The village Life." Crown 
Svo, cloth ( xtra, Ca 

Shakespeare : 

The First Folio Shakespeare — Mr 
William Sham srr vm ’s t'oinrdn s, 
Histone*?, and TiagiMhc*, Published 
according to the tt IK* CJj igmali Copies 
London, I’liiUcd by Isaac lAO(«AkD 
and En Blount ir»2i —A Uipio- 
diictionof the < \trcfi'< lyiarcori; iiiil, 
in rediued tric.-imile, by a photogia 
phic proctiiS — cnsuiiip’ the stnc<<’st 
accurac) in over> (let iil, biaall bvo, 
hali-Uoxlniiv'hc, 7s 6d 
TheLansdowne Shakespeare R* ou- 
lilully printed m ird and black, in 
small but \(rv clr.ii type With 
cngrd\td lac-'iiiile ot Dkoj shoi j s 
P oi trait I'o jt H\o, cbith rxtia, 7s Gd 
Shakespeare for Children Tales 
from Shakespeare H> Chaims 
and 1 \Kk^ Lamb \Vitli nniiui'us 
lllusti.itions coloured and plain, 1 y 
J. Moyr Smith. Cr. 4to. il. f,dt, Gs. 
The Handt'ook of Shakespeare 
Music. liMni; an Account ol 35,0 
Pieces of Music, set to Wends trki'n 
from the Plays and Poems ol Mu’ c- 
speare, the compositions Linging 
fioui the Eluabdliaii Age to the 
Picsent Tune. IH Au Kr u Kofie. 
4to, hali-Koxbitrglie, 7s 
A Study of Shukespent e. By Alger- 
Nuj« Cham.i s Swinbluni*-. Crown 
8\o, cloth extra, 8s. 

The Dramatic Works of Shake- ! 
spoare: The Text of the bust 
I'.dition, CTrefully rtiuiutcd, Pi,'ht 
Vols , dom\ Bvo, c lotii boauE, 403 
Onl> 230 Sets have been }>iintMl, 
eacii one numbered The volumes will 
not be sold sep ualely. 


Shelley's Complete Works, in 
Four Vols., post 8vo, cloth limp, 8b.; 
or separately, 2a. each. Vol, 1. con- 
tains his Eaily Poems, Queen Mab, 
Ac, with an Imioduclion by Li k.h 
Hunt; Vol. II, his Later Poems, 
Laon and Cythua, &c. ; Vol ill , 
Posthumous Poems, the Shelley Papers, 
&c . Vol. JV , hw Prose Woiks, in- 
cluding A Kifutatum of Deism, Zas- 
tioz/i. St. Trvy ne. &r 

SheridanT^' 

Sheridan's Complete Works, with 
Life and Aiu'cdotes Incltidmp; Ins 
Dianutic Wiitinga, printed from the 
I Oiiginal Fditions, his Works in 

; Piose and Poctiy, Trauslatious, 

i Sj>erchcs, U'lus, Puns, &c With a 
I Collection ol Slid 'd tnuina. Clown 
j 8vo, cloth extia, rilt, with lo lu’l- 
I pa;r Tinted lllii-tiations, 7&. 6d. 

! Sheridan's Comedies. The Rivals, 

I ami The S(»hool for Scandal 
j Pdited, with an IntioducUon and 
I Kob's to I nch Play, and a liio* 
Ki.iphicdl vSkc'trh of .Sheridan, by 
' BRANorR Mai nu v, s With D( cora- 
tne Vignette^ and m lull-page T|iusts, 
Duiny bvo, hall-p.an r. 12 
Short Sayings of U relit -vleh*. 

With llistoiii'.d and Exph'natory 
Notes by SvMiirr A. Punt, M A, 
j Demy bvo, cloth t*' tra, 7s 6d 

j Sidney’s (Sir Philip) Complete 

■ Poetical Works, im.ie ling till those in 
'* Atc.idia " W It 11 ut.ut, Mcniorial- 
Intiod.u tion. Not. •(, Ac , bv the Rev. 
A H GuotMvr, DD if'ue Vols,, 
ciowii h” 0 , cli^ih 1)0.1 rdi, 183 

Signboards: ThfAr History, 
W'lh Ame.I ol J''.imou5 Tavcins 
and Riui i' ii.vl)!e Char.iciers. By 
J \< OH i.wKVi-ot) and JouN Camdi h 
Hoi II ^ tKUMi t.\i, cloth e\tia, 
vvnb 100 Him tiatioiis, 7s 6d 

Sims (George R.), Works by : 

How the Poor Live Wuh bo lllusts. 

b^ I'RLi) BAiisAiin. Laige 4 to, Is. 
Rogue's and Vagabonds. Post 8vo, 
ilListiatcil Iio.ikU, 2s 

Sketchley.— A Match In the 
Dank By Aptiiuk Ski ichllv. Post 
8\o, illustratod boaitE, 28 

Slang Dictionary, The. Kty- 
moK'giral, JJistorir.il, and Anordot.tl. 
Crowu bvo, cloth extra, gilt, 63. 6d. 

’Smith (J. Moyr), Works by : 

The Prince of Argolls: AStoiyoftbe 
Old t.jri,ek I* airy 'lam. By J. Movr 
Smith, Small bvo, cloth t xlra, wub 
Z 30 Illustrations, 3s. Cd. 
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Smith's (J. Moyr) Works, continued 
Tales of Old Thule. Collected and 
Illustrated by J. Movr Smith. Cr. 
8vo, cloth gilt, profusely Illust., 6s. 
The Wooing of the Water Witch : 
A Noi them Oddity, liy Evan Dal- 
DORNK. Illustrated by J. Moyr 
SM iTH.^Smajl Svo, cloth_extra, 68^ 

Society In London. By a 

PuKETGN RtSlOF.NT. Foutth EdltiOO. 
Crown 8vo, rlc^lh ertra.jSl 

Spalding.- Elizabethan Demon- 
ology ‘ An K&sav in Illustration of 
the belid in the Lxistcnrc of Devils, 
and the Powcis pos’^essed by Them. 
Ily T. Am ni d SrM-nrNG, LL.B. 
Clown Bvo, cloth extia, ds. 

Spanish Legendary Tales. By 
S G 10. Mioolfmorji, Author of 
Kouud a ros.wlo Fiic " Oown Rvo, 
cloth extra, 6s _ [I n thf ptns, 

Speight. — The Mysteries of 
Heron Dyke By T W Spligiit. 
With a Frontispiece by M Kllfn 
E r WARDS. Crown 8^o, cloth extra, 
3s )d , poflt Uvo, illnstratf’d bo.ud^, 2a. 

Spenjscr for Children, By M. 
II. Towry With llbistr.itioirs by 
WalurJ Morgan. Ciown 4 to, with 
Coloured 1 1 n is.tr /it ton ( loih edt, Ga ^ 

Staunton.— Laws and Practice 

of Chess; Topcthet with an Au.djsis 
of tlif Otirmn ’s, and a Tre.it jse on 
End Games By Howard Staun ton 
E dittd by Kort-rt It Wormald. New 
Edition, sriiall cr b'. o, cloth extra, Gs 

Sterndale —The Afghan Knife: 

A Novel. ByKobfrt ArtMirAGt' Stern- 
dare Cr. 8\o, rlotli extra, 3s. 6d , post 
Bvo, lihisti.ited beards, 23 

Stevenson (R. Louis}, Works by : 

Travels with a Donkey In the 
Ceveitnce. riuiitispiece by Walter 
Crane. Pool 8vo, cloth limp, 2s 6d. 
An Inland Voyage. With Fioiit. by 
W Crane Post 8vo, cl. Ip , 2s 6d. 
VIrginIbus Pucpisque, and other 
PaptTs Clown 8vo, cloth extra, 6S. 
Familiar Studies of Mon and Books. 

Crown 8vo, rJoth extra, Gs. 

New Arabian Nights Crown 8vo, 
cl extra, 6s , post H\o, illust. bds ,28. 
The Sllvorado Squatters With 
Fi ontisyjiecc*. ('r b'.o, cloth fiTtr.i,6s. 
Prince Otto* A Ronianco. Crown 
Bvo, cloth i xtta, 6s [In pteparation. 

St. John.— A Levantine Family. 
By Baylb St. John. Post 6vo, illus- 
trated boards, 2a. 


Stoddard.— Summer Cruising 

In the South Seas. By Charles 
Warkkn Stoddard. •Illust. by Wallis 
Macray. Ciowu Bvo, cl. extra, Ss. ed. 

St. Pierre.— Paul and Virginia, 

and The Indian Cottage. Ily Ber- 
MARDiN Sr. Pierre. Edited, with Lite, 
by Rev, E. Clarke. Post 8vo, cl. Ip , 2 b. 

Stories from" F6r¥i^n”"Novel- 

lets. With Notices of their Lives and 
Writings. Dy Hrlsn and Alice Zim- 
mern ; and a Frontispiece. Crown 
Bvo, cloth cxtni, 3s. 6d. 

Strutt's Sports'and Pastimeb 

of the People of England ; including 
the KutaI and Domu.xtic Recieations, 
May Games, Mummeries, Shows, Pro- 
cessions, Pageants, and Pompous 
Spectacles, from the Earliest Period 
to the Piescnt Tune. With 140 Illus- 
trations. Edited by William Hone. 
Clown Rvo, cloth extra, Jfs 6d 

Suburban ' Homes" (The) of 
London: A Residential Guide to 
I'avounte London Localities, their 
Society, ('elrhnties, and Associations. 
Whtli ^otoson their Rental. Rates, and 
House Arcommod.Ttion. With Map of 
Suhmlnn London. C i.Rvo cl. ex., 7 b 6d. 

Swift's Choice Works, in Prose 
and Vt’rs<>. With Memoir, Portrait, 
and Facsimiles of the Maps in the 
Unpiinl JulmoD of “ Gullivei's 
Tr.xvels ” Ci 8vo, cloth extra, _7s. 6d. 
Swinburne (Algernon C.)~ 

Works by: 

The Queen Mother and Rosamond. 

J’-cap. 8\o, 5s. 

Atalanta In Calydon. Crown 8vo, 6s. 
Chastclard. ATra.^^cdy. Cr. fivo, 78. 
Poems and Ballads. First Series 
F cap, 8\ o, 93. Also in crowm 8 vo, at 
s.Tme price. 

Poems and Ballads. Second Series. 

Fcap. bvo, 93 Cr. o, same price. 
Notes on Poems and Reviews. Bvo, Is. 
William Blake: A Critical Essay;.^ 
With Facbiinile Paintings. Detny 
8vo, 16s. 

Songs before Sunrise. Cr. 8x'0, 10s 6d. 
Bothwoll. A Tragedy. Cr.SvQ,12s 6d. 
George Chapman . An Essay. Crown 
bvo, 7a. 

Songs of Two Nations. Cr. 8vo, 68. 
Essays and Studios. Crown 8vo, 12a. 
Erechthous * A Tragedy. Cr. Svo, 68. 
Note of an English Republican on 
the Muscovite Crusade. Svo, Is. 

A Note on Charlotte Bronte. Crown 
b\o, 6 b. 

A Study of Shakespeare. Cr. 8to, 8 i. 
Songs ef the Springtides. Cr,8vo,ft. 
Studies In Song. Crown Svo, 7t, 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 


SvriNBURHS (Aloernoh C.) Wokks, coh. 
Mary Stuart : A Trafiedy. Cr. 8vo, (to. 
THetnam of Lyoneaaa, and other 
Poems. Croarn &vo, 98. 

A Century of Roundelt. Small 4 ( 0 , 
clqth extra, (to. 

A MIdaummer Holiday, and other 
Poems. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7 b. 
Marino Fallero : A Tragedy. Crown 

hyp, cloth extra, fia. 

Syrnorids— Wine, Women and 

Song; Mediaeval Latin Students’ 
Son^s. Now first translated into Eng- 
lish Verse, with an Essay by J. Ad- 
dington bYUONDS. Small bvo, parch- 
ment, 68^ 

Syntax's (Dr.) Throe ~Tours: 

In Search of the Picturesque, in Search 
of Consolation, and in Search of a 
Wile. With the wliole of Rowland- 
son’s droll page Illustrations in Colours 
and a Life oi the Author by ]. C 
lloTTRN. Med. Bvo, doth extra, 7 s 6d 

Taihe’s History of English 
Literature. Translated by Henky 
Van Laun. Four Vols., small 8\o, 
cloth boards, 30 s —Popui A R Edition, 
Two Vols , Clown bvo, cloth extra, 15 s. 

Taylor (D'r. J.' E., F.L S ), Works 

by: 

The Sagacity and Morality of 
Plants ; A Sketch of the Life and 
(Jondnrt o( the Vegetable Kingdom. 
With Coloured Frontispiece and 100 
Illusts. Crown 8vo, cl extn, 78 6d. 
Our Common British Fossils, and 
Where to h*nd Them. With nu- 
merous niustr.TtionSi. Crown Bvo, 

cl ot^h extra, 7 a. 6d 

Taylor’S "(Bayard) Diversions 
of the Echo dub: Hurler.ques of 
Modern WiitiTS, I'ostSvo, cl bmp, 28 

Taylor’s (T om) H istorical 

Dramas: “Clancarty,” “Jeanne 

“’Twixt Axe and Ciown,’’ 
“ The Fool’s Revenge,” “ Aikwright’s 
Wilo,” “Aline lioleyn,’’ “ Plot and 
PdLS>.«5inn ” One Vol , ciown Bvo, cloth 
extra, 78 6d. 

*** The Plays may also be bad sepa- 
rately, at Js each. 

Tenny’son* (Lord) : A Biogra- 
phical SKetch liy H. J. Jennings. 
With a Photograph-Portrait. Crown 
Bvo, clotl^xtia, 6s 

Tliackerayaha: Notes and Anec- 
dotes. Illustrated by Hundreds of 
Sketches by Wili-iam Makefeace 
Thackfray, depicting Humorous 
Incidents in his. School-life, and 
Favourite Characters in the books of 
his every-day reading. With Coloured 
I r ontispiece. Cr. Bvo, cJ. extra, 78. 6d 


Thomas (Bertha), Novels by. 

Crown Bvo, cloth extra. 88. 6d. each 
post Bvo, illustrated boards, 88. each. 
Creaelda. 

Proud Mnisle 

The Violin Player. 

Thomas (M.).— A Fight for Life : 

A Novel. Hy VV. Mo\ Thomas. Post 
Bvo, iUiisti aied boaids. 2 s. 

Thomson s Seasons and Castle 

of Indolence With a Biographical 
and Cr.t(.al Introduction by Allan 
Cdnnim.mam, and over 50 fine Iliustra 
tions cm i,ti el atid W'ood. Crown Bvo, 
_rloth » \«r ed ge^, 7 s. 6d • 

Thorn bury' ( Waite r)7Work8 by 

Haunted London. Ldifed by Ed- 
WAi‘i) Walpord, M a. With Ilius- 
ti.itiuns by F. W. hAinHoi.T. F.S.A. 
Cr.Avn Svo, lIoiIi extra, 7 s 6d 
The Life and Correspondenoe of 
J. M W Turner bounded Hi>on 
Letters and Pai>em fin rushed by his 
Fnends and tcilow Acadeniiciaus. 
Wiih nuinerous Illusts in Colours, 
fi'-sinihd from Turner’s Otiguial 
Drawings, (t Svo, t'l extra, 7 b 6d. 
Old Storme Re told. Poat B\o, cioth 
limp 2 s Cd , 

Tales for the Marines. Post Bvo, 
lliusti.ued bn^^d^, 23 

Timbs (John), Works by: 

The History of Clubs and Club Life 
in London. With Anecdotes of its 
bamniic, CoOte-heuses, Ho&teinet., 
and l.iveins With nimicrous IDus- 
ti.itinus. Cr. Bvo, cloth extra, 78 Bd 
En;^ilsh Eccentrics and Eccen- 
tricities' Stones of Wealth and 
Fash'im, Di-lnsu'ns, Impostures, and 
Fan.itir Mis'iOns, Strange Sights 
and Sporwng Scenes Eccentric 
Art. sis, 'Ihtdtncal Folks, Men ol 
1 f'tiiTs, At. With iieaity 50 Illusts. 
Cr >wii Kvi), cloth extra, 78 6d. 

Torrens. — The" Marquess 

Wellesley, Architect of Empire. An 
llis^oi.c Pot trait. By W. M. Tor- 
rens, M P Demy Bvo, cloth extra, 14 «. 
T rollope (Anthony), Novels by: 
Ciowti K\i), iloth rxtia, 3 s. 6d. each 
post Bvo, il]ii^tia*cd boards, 2 a. eacL 
The Way We Live Now. 

The American Senator. 

Kept in the Dark. 

Frau Frohmann. 

•Marion Fay. 

Mr. Scarborough’s Family. 

The Land-Loaguers. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
The Golden Lion of Granparf. 
John Caldiget*. 
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Trollope(^raiTC 6 &E.)fNoveUby 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post 
Bvo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Like Ships upon the Sea. 

Mabel’s Progress. 

Anne Fur ness 

T rollope (T. A.).-~Dlamoncl Cut 
Diamond, and other Stories. By 
T. Adoi.phus Trollopk. Cr Bvo, cf, 
ex. 38. 6 d ; post B vo. illust. boards, 2a. 

Trowbridge.— Farncirs Folly: 
A Novel Hy J T.Tpowbkioge. Two 
VoKs., crown 8 vo, 128. 

TurgenlefT (Ivan), &c. Stories 

innn Foiei^'n Novehsti. Pobt Bvo, 

lIlu^tIat^d loartis, ?3 

Tytler (Sarah), Novels by: 

Crown Bvo, cloth extra. 38 6 d each; 
post 8 vo, illustrated boards, 2 b each. 
What She Came Through. 

The Bride's Pass. 

Saint Mungo's Ctly. Crown Bvo, 

cloth extia, 3a 6d 

Beauty and thf Beast. ThreeVoIs., 
down bvo, 31 b Gd _ 

Tytler (C. C. Fraser-). — Mis- 
tress Judith: A Novel, lly C. C, 
Frasur-Tv 1 LI V. Cr. Bvo, cloth extra, 
38 6 d , post 8 \o, il lust boat (Is, 2 s 

Van Laun.— History of French 
Literature. By Hfnky Van Laun, 
Complete in Ihiee Vols , demy Bvo, 
cloth boards, 7a 6 d each. 

Viilarl. — A Double Bond: A 

Story. By Linoa Villa ri. Fcap. 

Bvo, picture covci , l 8 

Walcott.— Church Work and 
Life In English Minsters, and the 
Ent'iish Studfiit’s Mon-isiiton, By the 
Rev MACKENriF K. C. Waicott, H I>. 
Two Vols., nown 8 vo, cloth extra, 
with Jklap and Ground-Plunb, 14a, 

Walfopd (Edw., M.A j^,WoPk8 by : 
The County Families of the United 
Kingdom. Contaiinug Notices ol 
the Dest ent, Birth, Mariiaue, Educa- 
tion, &.C., of more than 12,000 dis- 
tint^uishrd Heads of Families, their 
Heirs Apparent or Piesuiuptive, the 
Offices they hold or have held, their 
Town and Country Addi esses, Clubs, 
&c. Twenty-hith Annual Edition, 
for 18 B 5 , cloU), full gilt, 50s 
The Shilling Peerage (1885). Con- 
taining an Al;<habeuc.il List of the 
House of Louis, Dates of Creation, 
Lbts of Scotch and liish Peers, 
Addresses, &c. 3 iViO, cloth, 
Published annually. 


Walpord’s (Edw., M.A.) Works, cok.— 
Tho Shilling Baronetage .(1685). 
Containing an Alphabetical List ot 
the Baronets of the United Kinj^oiu, 
snort Biographical Notices, Dales 
of Creation, Addresses, &c. ^smo, 
cloth, 1 b. Published annually. 

The Shilling Knightage (1885). Con- 
taining an Alphabetical List of the 
Knights of the United Kin^om, 
•hart Biographical Notices, Dales 
of Creation, Addresses, &c. 3 imo, 
cloth, Is. Published annually. 

The Shilling House of Commons 
(1885). Containing a List of all the 
Members of the British Parliament, 
their Town and Country Addresses, 
&c. 32 ino, cloth, ll. Published 
annually 

The Complete Peerage, Baronet- 
age, Knightage, and House of 
Commons (1685). In One Volume', 
royal szuio. cloth extra, gilt edges, 
6 b Pubhsiied annually. 

Haunted London. By Waltfr 
T'^ornbuky Edited by Edwapd 
Walfoko, M a. With Illustrations 
by F'. W Faihholt, F* S.A. Crown 
_ ^ Bvo, clo th extra, 78. 

Walton and Cotton 'sComplele 
Angler ; or, T)ie Contemplative Man’s 
Recreation; being a Discourse^ ot 
Rivers, Fishponds, Fish and Fishing, 
written by Izaax Walton; and In- 
structions how to Angle for a ''''rout or 
Grayling in a clear Stieain. by Chakl^ s 
CoTTuN With Original Memoirs and 
Notes by Sir Harris Nicolas, and 
61 Coppei plate Illustrations Large 
Cl own Svo, cloth antique, 78 6 d^ 

Wanderer's Library, The : 

Crown 8 vo, cloth extra, 3s Sd. each. 
Wanderings In 'Patagonia; or, Life 
among Uie Osiiich Hunters. ISy 
Julius Bi sruomm. lllustiated. 
Camp Notes: Stones of Spoit <snd 
Adveiitnie in Asia, Africa, aii-l 
Aineiica by F'^edfric h Boilk 
Savage Life. By F'kKntRirK BnyLi*. 
Merrie England In the Oldon Time, 
by C.i OROF Danm l. VViih Il)u»ti a- 
tions by Koht c'ri ikshank. 

Circus Life and Circus Celebrities. 
By Thomas Frost. 

The Lives of the Cor^Jurers. By 

Thomas Frost. 

The Old Showmon and the Old 
London Fairs by Thomas Frost 
L ow Life Deeps. An Account ol tbe 
Strange Fish to be found there. By 
jAMhS GrK»'NWOOD. 

The Wilds of London. By James 
Gkeeni^ood. 

Tunis: The Land and tho People. 
By the Chevalier de Hbssb-Wai* 
TBOQ, With (u Illustrations, 
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Wandbrbr^s Library. The* continued -^ 
The LIfb and Adventures of a Cheap 
Jack. By One ot the Fraternity. 
Edited by Charles Hindley. 

The World 0chlnd the Scenes. By 

PtRCY FiIZGBRALD. 

Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings: 
Including the Origin of Signs, and 
ReminibCPiires connected with Ta- 
verns, Cotfee llousts, Clubs, &c. 
By Chart fs Hinolfy. With Illusts. 
The Genial Showman* LileandAd- 
vrnturr sol Art emus Wat d. IJyE. P. 
HinnsroN. With a I'tontispiuce. 

The Story of the London Parks. 

By Jacoh I.AR^\ooD, With Iliusts 
London Characters. By Henry May- 
Hi'w. liliistrated 

Seven Generations of Executioners : 
Mi'inoits ol the Sanson Family (16J18 
to 184;). Edited by Hi Mtv Sanson. 
Summer Cruising In the South 
Seas. By C. Warrin Sioularu. 
Illustrated by Watlts Mackay. 

Warnep.— A Roundabout Jour- 
ney ByCHARLl S IK’IILKY Warnfr, 
Author oi " My SuniiPfr in a Garden.” 
Oown Svo. r lnth e xtra, Ga. _ 

WarrantsT^”!— 

Warrant to Execute Charica I. An 
ex.irl Facsimile, with the hittv-miie 
Sigiiatiiies,anclconesiiojic]iug St .ils. 
Carehilly puuttd on paper to imilato 
the Oiiginal, in by t i in Price 2a 1 
Y^c-rrnrt to Execute Mary Queen of 
Scots. An (xact F.icsimiIl, includ- 
ing the Signature of sjnten I- h/.!- 
beth, and a Facsimile ot the Gie.it 
Sc.il. Beautifully printed on paper 
to imitate the OngimiJ M S. Pi ice 2 b. 
Magna ChartEL An exact Facsimile 
of the Original Document iii the 
Biitish Mubcuin, printed on line 
Iilate paper, nearly tcct long by z 
feet wide, with the Arms and Seals 
enjhl.i/oiird in Geld and Colouis. 
Price 5s. 

The Roll of Battle Abbay; or, A 1 1st 
ot the Piincipai W'arnois who fame 
over lioin Norinindy with Willmm 
the Conqueror, and Setth'd in tins 
Country, a.d. 1060-7. Witn the 
pinicipal Arms emblazoned in Gold 
and Colours. Puce 6s 

Weather, How to Foretell the, 

with the Pocket Spectroscopo. P.y 
F. W. CoRV, M.k C .S. Eng., F K.Met. 
Soc , &c. With TO Illusti'itions. Crown 
8vo, 1^; cloth, iB 6d. 

Westropp.— Handbook of Pot- 
tery and Porcelain ; or, History of 
those Arts fiom the Earliest Peiiod. 
By llouiiE-R M. Westropp. With nu- 
merous Illustrations, and a List of 
Marks. Crowo 8vo, cloth limpi 48. 6d. 


Whistler v. Ruskin: Art and 
Art Critics. By J. A. Macnkill 
Whistler. 7th Edition, sq. 8vo, Is. 

■White’s Natural History of 

Selborne. Edited, with Additions, by 
Thomas Brown, F.L.S. Post 8vo, 
cl oth lim p, 2i, 

w'llliams'tw. Mattieu“ RRAS.), 

Works by: 

Science Notes. See the Gentleman's 
Magazine. 1b. Monthly. 

Science In Short Chapters. Ciown 
bvo, cloth extra, 7 b. 6d. 

A Simple Treatise on Heat. Ciown 
8vo, cloth limp, with Iliusts., 28 . Bd. 
The Chemistry of Cookery. Crown 

8vo,_clotli cxt.a. Cs 

Wilson (Dr. Andrew, F.R.S.E.), 

Works by: 

Chapters on Evolution: A Popular 
History of the DuiwiinaD and 
Allied Tliooiiea of Devclopmeut. 
Second Edition. Crown 8vf>, cloth 
extra, with 259 Illustratums, 7s 6d 
Leaves from a Naturalist's Note- 
book. Post Bvo, rlotJi limp, 2 s 6d 
Leisure Time Studies, vhiefly Bio- 
lo''K.il H'lriJ J'.ditiori, with a Now 
rreiice. t'lowii 8xo, cloth extra, 
with Illirtr.Ttions, 6s 

Winter (J. S ). Stories by • 
Clown i>xo, cloth cxfta, 3 a. 6 d each, 
pobt Bvo, liln&ti itc-l bo.ards, 28 eaeh. 
Cavalry LIfo. I Roglmcntal Legtmris. 

Women of the Dciy : A Dio;(ra- 
ph.Cil D.cliomivof Notable Coritein- 
poiaru , P.v Fkavces Hays. Crown 
Bvo. i ill'll 1 tr.i, Cs. 

Wood -Sabina: A Novel. ]?y 

_ Lady '.v'ood. Post Rvo, illui,t bds , Ta. 

Words, Facts, and Phrases : 

A Dictionary of Cunoin, Quaint, and 
Ont-of the Way M, liters. By ELitPhR 
lii»’VARiis New and che.ijier issue, 
Cl hvu.cl. ex ,7 8 6d. ; h.ijt-bound, 98 

Wright (Thomas), Works by: 

Caricature History of the jGeorgo 
(The of Ilrinovcr ) \\ ith 

Pictui C'li intni t s, Squibs, Ki oid- 
biih a, Window Pictures, &c. Ciovvn 
Bvo, iloth extr.i. 7 s Cd, 

History of Caricature and of the 
Grotesque In Art, Literature, 
Sculpture, and Painting Prolusely 
lllustiated by F. W, Fairholt, 
F.S A. I.aige post Bvo, cl, ex., 7 a 6d. 

Yates (Edmund), Novels by : 

Post Bvo, illustiatcd boards, 28 , each. 
Castaway. | The Forlorn Hope. 
Land at Last. 
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NOVELS BY THE BEST AUTHORS. 


WILKIE COLLINS'S NEW NOVEL, 
"I Say No." By Wilkie Collihs. 

Three Vols., crown 8vo. 

Mrs CASHEL HOEY'S NEW NOVEL. 
Tho Lover’s Creed. By Mrs. Cashel 
Hohv, Authoi ol “The Blossoimng of 
an Alfio/’ SlC. Wjth 12 Ilhiblraaons 
by r MacN^b. Throe Vols., cr 8vo. 
SARAH TYTLER'S NEW NOVEL. 
Beauty and tho Beast By Sarah 
1 Yi LFK, Author of “ Tfin Bride’s Pass," 
“ Saiiji Mungo’s City," “Cito><‘nne 
J. icq uc lino," Ac. T hu e Vols , cr nvo. 
f'L'Jr A’OrKLS liY CIIAS.CiniiON. 
By Mead and Stream P'y Ciiakli s 
Oil, )■«)•!, Author of “Rohm Gray," 
“ 1 hi Golden Sh.ill," “ '.Jtu on of the 
Me.ulow," Ac. Tiii'*o Vols , cr b.o 
A Hard Knot. By Ciiiklis Gibhon. 

T lirew \ ols , ciown 8vo. 

Heart's Dolluht. By Cn.vuLcs Gtrr.oN, 
Three VoK , ci owu 8vo. | Shcttlv, 


NEW NOVEL BY CECIL POWER. 
Phi list la. By Cecil t>ow£it. Three 
Vols., crov/n 8vo, 

NEW NOVEL BY THE AUTHOR 
OF “ VALENTINA." 

Gerald. Dy Fleanor C. Price. Three 
Vols., crown Svo. 

BASIL'S NEW NOVEL. 

“Tho V/caring of the Green.’' By 
B\sil, Author of “ Lo\e the Pohf/' 
"A Diawn Game/’ &c. Thice Vols., 
crown 8v'n. 

NEir NOVEL BY J. T. TROW- 

lridgP:. 

Farnell's Folly. Two Vols., crown 8vo, 
12s 

Aft?. PIRKIS' NEW NOVEL. 
Lady Lovelace. ByC I. Pirkis, Author 
<)t “ A Vey Opal.’’ Thicc Vols , ciowii 
8 'o 


THE PICCADILLY NOVELS. 

Popul-ir Stories by the Bosf Authors. Lrni Afh T iutjons, many Illustrated, 
rroiMi bvo. cloth t\li.K 3s Cd oath- 


BY MRS. ALF\.\KDER. 

Maid, Wife, or Widow P 
BY BASIL. 

A Drawn Game. 

BY ir. I/ES.l.NT & JAMES RICE. 
Ready Money Mortlooy. 

My Little Girl 

Tho Case of Mr Lucraft. 

This Son of Vulcen, 

With Harp and Cre vn. 

Tho Golden Butterfly 
By Celia's Arbour 
Tho Monks of Theloma. 

*Twas In Trafalgar’s Bay. 

The Seamy Side. 

Thu Ten Years' Tenant. 

The Chaplain of tho Fleet. 
Dorothy Forster 

BY WAL'IKR B ESA NT. 

All Sorts and Conditicns of Men 
The Captains’ Room, 

All In a Garden Fair. 

Dorothy Forster. 

BY ROnniil BUCHANAN, 

A Child of Nature 
God and tho Man 
Tho Shadow of the Sword 
The Martyrdom of Madeline. 

Love Me for Ever. 

Annan Water. I The Now Abelard 
Matt 1 Foxglove Manor. 


BY MRS H. LOVEIT CAMERON. 
Deceivers Ever. | Juliet's Guardian. 

BY MORTIMER COLLINS, 
Sweet Anne Page. 

TransmL;ration 
From MIdnIglit to Midnight. 
MORllMER 0 FRANCES COLLINS. 
Blacksmith and Scholar. 

Tho Village Comedy. 

You Play me False. 

BY WILKIE COLLINS. 
Antonina. New Magdalen 

Br\'l. The Frozen Deep 

V and Seek. The Law and the 
The Dead Secret Lady 
Queen of Hearts. ThcT wo Destinies 
My Misuollanlea. Haunted Hotel 
Woman In White. The Fallen Leaves 
Tho Moonstone. I Jezebcl’sDaughter 
Mon and Wife | The B<ack Robe 
Poor M.ur, Finch. ' Heart and Science 
Miss or Mrs P 

BY DUTTON COOK. 

Paul Foster's Daughter 

BY Wn.r.lAM CYPLES. 
Hearts of Gold. 

BY ALPHONSE DAUDET. 

Port Salvation. 

BY JAMES DE MILLH, 

A Castle In Spain. 
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Piccadilly Novels, continued-^ 

J9y J. LEITH DERWENT. 

Our Lady of SToars. | CIroe’a Lovort. 

BV M. BETIIAM-FDWARDS. 
FcUcla. I Kitty. 

BY AIRS. ANNIE KDWARDES. 
Archio Lovell. 

BY R E FRANC! LLON. 
Olympia. I One by One. 

Queen Cophetua I A Real Queen. 
riijiueil by Sir BARILE FRERE. 
Pandurang Harl. 

BY EDWARD GARRETT. 

The Capet Girls 

BY CHARLES GIBBON. 

Robin Gray. | For Lack of Gold. 
In Love and War. 

What will the World Say 9 
For the King 
in Honour Bound 
Queen of tiie Meadow 
In Pastures Grern 
The Flower of tlu* *^oreat. 

A Heart’s Problem 
The Braos of Yarrow. 

The Golden Shaft 
Of High Degree. 

Fancy free 1 Loving a Dream. 

BY HALL CAINE, 

The Shadow of a Crime, 

BY THOMAS HARDY. 

Under the Greenwood Tree. 

BY JULIAN HAWTHORNE, 
Garth. 

Lllico Quentin. 

Sebastian Stroma. 

Prince Saroni's Wife. 

Dust. I Fortune’s Fool. 

Beatrix Randolph. 

Miss Cadogna. 

BY SIR A. HELPS. 

Ivan de Biron. 

BY AIRS ALFRED HUNT. 
Thornlcroft’o Model. 

The Leaden Casket. 

Self Condemned. 

BY JEAN INGELOW, 

Fated to be Free. 

BY HARRIETT JAY. 

The Queen of Connaught 
The Dark Colleen. 

BY HENRY KINGSLEY. 
Number Seventeen. 
i>ekehott Castle. 


Piccadilly Novels, CMUnurd^ 

BY E. LYNN LINTON. 
Patricia Kemball. 

Atonement of Learn Dundae. 

The World Well Lost. 

Under which Lord ^ 

V/tth a Silken Thread 
The Rebel of the Family 
‘'My Love'” | lone. 

BY HENRY W. LUCY. 
Gideon Flcyce. 

BY JUS 1 IN McCarthy, m.p. 
The Waterdale Neighbours. 

My Enemy’s Daughter. 

LInley Rochford. | A Fair Saxon. 
Dear Lady Disdain. 

Miss Misanthrope. 

Donna Quixote. 

I The Comet of a Season. 

I Maid of Athens. 

! /;V C FORGE MAC DONALD, LL.D 
j Paul Faber, Surgeon 
i Thomas Wingfold Curate. 

I BY MRS MAC DO NELL. 
Quaker Cousins. 


/>’V KATHARINE S MACQUOID. 

1 Lost Rose I The Evil Eye 
I B Y FI ORENCE M i RR YA T 
I Open ’ Sesame ' | Written In Fire. 
1 I) Y jh . i N MID ULEMA SS. 


■ Touch and Go. 

' BY I). ( HRI^TIF MURRAY. 

I Life's Atonement. Coals of Fire, 
I Joseph’s Coat. Vai Stranga 
A Model Father. ] Hearts, 
i By the Goto of ll>e Sea 
j The Wey of Iho World 
; A Bit of Human Nature. 


BY MRS. OI.IPHANT. 
Whitcladics. 

BY MARGARET A. PAUL. 
Gentle and Simple. 

BY JAMES PAYN, 

Lost Sir Massing- Carlyon's Year 
berd. 

Rest of Husbands 
•"alien Fortunes. 

Ha'vcs. 

Walter’s Word. 

What He Cost Her 
Less Black than 
Wc'ro Painted. 

By Proxy. 

High Spirits. 

Under One Roof. 

BY E. C. 


A Confidontia 
Agent. 

From Exile. 

A Grape from a 
Thorn. 

For Cash Only. 
Some Private 
Views. 

Kit : A Memory. 
The Canon’e 
Ward. 

PRICE, 


Valentina. | The Foreigner*. 

Mrs. Lancaster's Rival. 
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Piccadilly Novpls, coniinutd — 

HY CHARLES READS, D.C.L. 

It ie Never Too Late to Mend. 

Hard Cash, i Peg Woffington. 
Christie Johnstone 
Griffith Gaunt, i Foul Play. 

The Double Marriage. 

Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. 

The Course of True Love. 

The Autobiography of a Thief. 

Put Yourself In His Place. 

A Terrible Temptation. 

The Wandering Heir. | A Simpleton. 
A Woman Hater I Rcadiana 
S'ngleheart and Ooubleface. 

The J«lt. [m;‘l8 

Good Stories of Men and other Am 
EY MRS J. U RIDDELL, 

Her Mother's Darling. 

Prince of Wales’s Garden Party 
Weird Stories 

liY F. W. ROniESON, 

Women are Strange. 

The Hands of Justice. 

liY ?0//N S'iUi^VERS. 

Bound to the Wheel. 

Guy Waterman | Two Dreamers. 
One Against the World. 

The Hon In the Path. 

BY I<ATnARI^'E SAUEDERS. 
Joan Merry weather. 

Margaret and Elizabeth. 

Gideon's Rock. I Heart Salvage. 
Ihe High Mills. I Sebastian. 


Piccadilly Novels, continued ’^ 

BY T. W. SPEIGHT. 

The Mysteries of Heron Dyke. 

BY R. A. STERN DALE. 

The Afghan Knife. 

BY BERTHA THOMAS, 
Proud Maiele. | Cresslda. 

The VloIin Player. 

BY ^JVr//ONy TROLLOPE. 
The Way we Live Now. 

The American Senator 
Frau Frohmann i Marlon Fay. 
Kept In the Dark. 

Mr. Scarborough’s Family. 

I The Land Leaguers. 

I BY FRANCES E. TROLLOPE. 

Like Ships upon the Sea. 

I Anne Furness 
I Mabel’s Progress. 

in T. A TROLLOPE, 
Diajncnd Cut Diamond 
' By IVAN rURGENlEFF and Otkeri 
Stories from Foreign Novellsta 
BY SARAH TYTT ER. 

What She Came Through 
Tho Bride’s Pass. 

Saint Mungo’s City. 

BY C. C. FRASER-TYTLBR. 
Mistress Judith. 

BY J. S. WINTER. 

Cavalry Life. 

Regimental Legends. 


CHEAP EDITIONS OF POPULAR NOVELS. 

ro<>t 8\o, illustrated boards, 2s each. 


BY EDMOND ABOUT. 

The Fellah 

BY HAMILTON aIdR. 

Carr of Carrlyon. | Confidences 
MRS ALEXANDER, 

Maid, Wife, or Widow ? 

Valeric’s Fate 

BY .'iliELSLEY BEAUCHAMP, 
Granticy Grange 

BY H’. BE SANT & 7 AMES RICE 
Ready Money Mortiboy. 

WItli Karp and Crown. 

This Son of Vulcan. ) My Little Girl. 
Tho Case of Mr Lucraft. 

The Golden Butterfly. 

By Celia’s Arbour. 

The Monks of Thelema. 


Bv Bfsant and Rice, continued^ 
Twas In Trafalgar’s Bay. 

The Seamy Side 
Tho Ten Years' Tenant. 

The Chaplain of tho Fleet. 

BY WALTER BESANT. 

Ail Sorts and Conditions of Men. 
The Captains’ Room. 

All In a Garden Fair. 

BY FREDERICK BOYLE, 
Camp Notes | Savage Life 
Chronicles of No-man’s Land. 

BY BRET HARTE. 

An Heiress of Red Dog. 

The Luck of Roaring Camp. 
Californian Storlee* 

Gabriel Conroy. ] Flip. 
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Cheap Popular Novels, continued'-- 
BY ROBERT BUCFIANAN. 

The Shadow of TheMaPtyPdomof 
the Sword. « Madeline. 

A Child of Nature. Annan Water. 
God and the Man. The New Abelard. 
Love Me for Ever. 

BY MRS. BIRNETT. 

Surly Tim. 

BY MRS. LOVETT CAMERON. 
Deceivers Ever. ) Juliet's Guardian. 

BY MACLAREN COBBAN. 

The Cure of Souls. 

BY C. ALLS! ON COLLINS, 

The Bar Sinister. 

BY WILKIE COLLINS. 
Antonina. The New Magda- 

Dasll. Icn. 

Hide end Seek. The Fro 2 en Deep. 
The Dead Secret. Law and the Lady. 
Queen of Hearts ThcTwo Destinies 
My Miscellanies. Haunted Hotel 
Woman In White The Fallen Leaves. 
The Moonstone, j JezebersDaughter 
Man and Wife. 'The Black Robe. 
Poor Miss Finch. ! Heart and Science 
Miss or Mrs P 

BY MORTIMER COLLINS. 
Sweet Anne Page | From Midnight to 
Transmigration 1 Midnight. 

A right with Fortune. 

MORTIMER & FRANCES COLLINS. 
Sweet end Twenty | Frances 
Blacksmith and Scholar. 

The Village Comedy 
You Play me False 

BY DU J JON COOK. 

Leo. I Paul Foster'*, Daughter. 

BY WJLLIAM CYJIJLS. 

Hearts of Gold. 

BY ALPIIORSE DA U PICT. 

The Evangelist; or, Poi t Sah ation. 

BY DE MILLE. 

A Castle In Spain. 

BY J. LEini DERWENT. 

Our Lady of Tears | Chce's Lovers. 

BY CHARLES DICKKhS 
Sketches by Boz. | Oliver Twist. 
Pickwick Papers I Nicholas tjlokiGby 
BY MRS. ANNlh BOW U J^LS. 

A Point of Honour | Arcln.i l ovcil. 
BY M. BLi'nAM-EBV'AhUS, 
Felicia. I Kitty 

BY EDW.XRD EGCI.L'^lON. 
Roxy. 


Cheap Popular Novels, continued— 
BY PERCY FITZGERALD. 
Bella Donna. | Never Forgotten 
The Second Mrs. TIilotson. 

Polly. 

Seventy five Brooke Street. 

The Lady of Brantome. 

BY ALBANY DE FONBLANQUB. 
Filthy Lucre. 

BY R. E. FRANCILLON. 
Olympia. | Queen Cophotua. 
One by One. I A Real Queen. 
Prefaced by Sir 11, BARTLE FRERE. 
Pandiirang Harl. 

BY MAIN FRISWELL. 

One of Two. 

BY EDWARD GARRETT 
The Capet Girls. 

BY CHARLES GIBBON. 

Robin Gray. i Queen of the Mea- 
For Lack of Gold. '•ow 
What will the The Flower of the 
World SayP \ Forest. 

In Honour Bound. 1 A Heart's Problem 
Tho Dead Heart. { The Braes of Yar* 
In Love and War. I 
For tho King i Golden Shaft. 
In PasturrsQrecn Fligh Degree. 
BY WILLIAM GILBERT. 

Dr Austin’s Guests. 

The Wizard of the Mountain. 
James Duke 

BY 7 AMES GREENWOOD. 

Dick Temple. 

BY ANDREW HALLWAY. 
Every Day Papers. 

BY L.iDY DUEFVS HARDY. 
Paul Wyntor’s Sacrifice. 

BY THOMAS HARDY. 

Under the Greenwood Tree. 

BY JULIAN IIAM THORNE. 
GaPth. I Sebastian Stroms 

Ellice Quentin. | Oust. 

Prince Saroni’s Wife. 

Fortune’s Fool. 

Beatrix Randolph, 

BY SIR ARTHUR HELPS, 

Ivan de Biron. 

BY TOM HOOD. 

A Golden Heart. 

LY MRS. GEORGE HOOPER, 
j The House of Raby 
i BY VICTOR HUGO. 

Tho Hunchback of Notre Dams 
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Cheap Popular Novuls, continued-^ 
BY MliS. ALFRED HUNT, 
Thornlcpoft’s Model. 

* The Leaden Casket. 

Self Condemned. 

BY JEAN INGELOW. 

Fated to be Free. 

BY HAKRIETT JAY. 

The Dark Colleen. 

The Queen of Connaught. 

BY HENRY KINGSLEY. 
Oakshott Castle. | Number Seventeen 
BY E. LYNN LINTON. 
Patricia Kcmball 
The Atonement of Lcam Dundee. 
The World Well Loot. 


Cheap Popular Novels, coniimiA '-^ 
BY MRS, ROBERT 0*REILLY. 
Phoebe's, Fortunes. 

\bx OUIDA, 

Held In Bondage. TwoLlttleWooden 
Strathmore. “ Shoes. 

Chandos. » Winter City. 

Under Two Flags. Ariadne. 

Idatla. Friendship. 

Cecil Castle- Moths. 

malne. Plplstrello. 

Trlcotrln. A Village Corn- 

Puck. muno. 

Folle farine. 

A Dog of Flanders. Maremma. 

Pascarol Wanda. 

SJgna. Frescoes. 


Under which Lord ® 

With a Silken Thread. 

The Rebel of the Family. 

“My Love!” 1 lone. 

BY HENRY W. LUCY. 

Gideon Fleyoe. 

B y 7 (;.s n n hh ca nrn y, m p. 

OcarLadyOlsdain Lhiti-y Rochford. 

The* Waterdalo M(&*.M‘t»cnthrope 

Neighbours. Donna Quixote 

My Enemy’s The Ciunct of a 

Daughter. Sr.u»on 
A Filip Saxon Maid of Athens. 

BY GEORGE MAC DONALD. 
Paul Faber, Surt'eon 
Thomas Wingtoid, Curate. 

BY MRS. MACDONELL. 
Quaker Couriuo 

Ur K.ililAUlNi: S. M \CQVOJD, 
The Evil Eye. | Lo&t Robo. 

BY W. H. M A BLOCK. 

The New Republic. 

BY FLORENCE MAKRYAT, 


BY MARGARET AGNES PAUL. 
Gentle and Simple. 

BY JAMES PAYN. 


Lost Sir Masslng- 
bo rd 

A Perfect Trea- 
sure. 

Bontjnek's Tutor. 

I Murphy’s Master 
A County Family 
At Her Mercy. 

A V(/oman’B Ven- 
geance 
Cecil 8 Tryst. 
Clyllards of Clyffe 
The Family Scape 
grace 

Foster Brothers. 
Found Dead 
Best of Husbands 
Walter’s Word. 
Halves. 

Fallen Fortunes. 
Wh»it He Coat Her I 


Like Father, Like 
Son. 

A Marine Resi- 
dence. 

Married Beneath 
Him. 

Mirk Abbey 

Not Wooed, but 
Wor. 

Less Ofack than 
We'ro Painted. 

By Proxy 

Under One Roof. 

High Spirits. 

Carlyon’s Year 

A Confidential 
Agent 

Some Private 
Views. 

From Exile 

A Grape from a 
Thorn. 


Optn' Sc&amel | A Little Stepson. 
A Harvest of Wild Fighting the Air. 
Oats • WrllUn in Fire. 

BY J. MASTJCRMA.W 
H.iirndorcn Daughters. 

BY JEAN MII)l)Li:.):AbS 
Touch and Co | Mr. DorMiKiri. 


Humorous Stories 
Gwendoline’s Har- 
vet»t 

£200 Reward 


For Cash Only. 
Kit . A 

The Canon s Ward 


BY 2WGAR A. POE. 
The Mystery of Mario Roget. 

BY E. C. PRICE. 
Valentina. 


.n' D. CHLISriK MURRA Y. Foreigners. 

ALIfe’sAtoncment By the Gate of the Mrs Lancaster's Rival 

A Model Father. Sea CHARLES READE. 

Joseph’s Coat. val .-Arange It is Never Too Late to Mend 

Coals of Fire. Hearts. Hard Cosh. 

BY MRS. OLIPJIANT. Peg Woffington. 

Whlteladlee. Christie Johhstont. 
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Cbsa? Popular Novels, eontinwii^ 
B 7 Charles Rbade, cofiitttued. 
GHfftth Qc(k>nt. 

Put Youpsetr^n Hfs Place. 

The Double Marriage. . 

Love Me Little, Love MeJL^Mflg. 
Foul Play. 

The Cloietor and the Hearth. 

The Course of True Love. 
Autobiography of a Thief. 

A Terrible renaplation. 

The Wandering Heir. 

A Simpleton. I A Woman Hater. 
Readlana. | The Jilt 
Sfngleheart and Ooubioface. 

Good Stories of Men and other 
Animals. 

BY MKS\ J. f1. RIDDELL. 

Hop Mother'e Darling. 

Prince of Wales's Garden Party. 

Weird Stories 

The Uninhabited House. 

Fairy Water. 

BY F. IV. ROniNSOS. 

Women are Strange. 

The Hands of Justice. 

BY \V CLARK RUSSELL. 
Round the Galley Fire. 

BY BA YLE ST, JOHN, 

A Levantine Family 
BY GEOKGR AUGUSTUS SALA, 
Gaslight and Daylight. 

BY JOHN LAUNDERS, 

Bound to the V/heel. 

One Against the World. 

Guy Waterman. 

The Lion in the Path. 

Two Di’cameps. 


Cheap Popular continued^ 

BY T. ADOLMtri TBOILOPE. 
Diamond Cut Diamond* 


BY ANTHONY TROttOPB. ^ 
The Way W» Live H6W. 

The American Senator* 

Frad FrohmAnn* 

Marlon Fay. . ■ : > 

Keist In the Darh. 


Mr. Scari>orouih> 1^1}^. 

The Land LaiMUera* ; ' 

The Golden Uon Of Grrtnpere, 
John Caldlgatf/i , 

Bv fra \rB$BtBA»&^flT^0LLOPE 
Like Ships uOOn tho iea. 

Anne Furnes% . 

Mabel’s Pre^rass. 

BY IVAN TUBCFmBFF, &c 
Stories fl*cni foreign Hovel Isla 


BY MARK TB^AW. 

Tom Sawyer. 

An Idle Excursion* 

A Pleasure Trip on the Continent 
of Europe. 

A Tramp Abroad. 

The Stolen White Btephant. 

BY C. C. FRASER^TYTLER. 
Mistress Judith. 

BY SARAH TYTLBR. 


! What She Came Through* 

The Bride’s Pass. 

1 BY J.S. WtNTBE. 

Cavalry Life. | Rilglmantal Legends. 
BY LADY WOOD^ 


Sabina 


I BY EDMUND YATES 

i CAstAway. I The forlorn Hope 
j Land at Lgwt. 


B Y KA Til A RINE SA USDERS. j 

Joan Merryweathcr I 

Margaret and Elizabeth. . 

Gideon’s Motk, 

The High Mills. | 

BY GEORGE R. SIMS. \ 

Rogues and Vagabonds. 

BY A R TU UR S KE TCHLE Y. 

A Match in the Dark. 

BY r.W SPEIGHT. 

The Mysteries of Heron Dyke. 

BY R. A. STERN DALE. ! 

The Afghan Knife. < 

BY K. LOUIS STEVENSON. j 

New Arabian Nights. 1 

BY BERTHA THOMAS. ' 

Crossida I Proud Maisle. 1 
1 he Violin Player. 

BY W. MOY THOMAS. 

A Fight for Life. 

BY WALTER THORNBURY. 

Tales for the Marines. 


ANONYMOUSr 

Paul Forroll. 

Why Paul Fereo ll Kltiod hie Wife. 

Fc:’.). 8vo, picttt^.«ovoFt,'Ui. each. 

JolT Brlggs’e LoVO giOPy. By B«f,t 
IIarti.. 

The Twins of Tobla Mountain By 
Brlt Haste. 

Mrs. Gaineborough's Diamonds, l^y 
JUl IAN IIawthoske. 

Kathleen Mavqurneen By Authoi 
ol “ Tliat Lass o* Lowrie's." 

Lindsay’s Luok. By tbe Author of 
*• riiAt Loss o^ Lowrie'fi.'* 

Pretty Polly Pemberton. By tl e 
Author or f* Tiiat Lass o’ Loiviu s * 

Trooping vfltli Crows. By Mx>. 
PiRKtS, 

The Professor’s Wife. By Lkonard 
(Jk\ham. 

A Double Bond. By I inua Villari. 

Esthers Glove. By R.E. Francu.lon. 

The Garden that Paid the Rent. 
By Tom Jkkrolo. 
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